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Part 5: Ron's Spiritual Enlightenment
Chapter 1: The Battle

     Ron stood overlooking a lush valley. He was standing on a
bluff, facing the sun as it sat just above the craggy mountains
on the horizon. Whether he was observing sunrise or sunset, he
could not tell.
     Below him, the valley was bathed in a soft mist, just enough
to soften the edges of the buildings. A stream meandered lazily
through the glen, lending a soft murmur to an otherwise silent
atmosphere. The fragrance of lilacs wafted up from the fields
below, filling his nostrils with their perfume. This was Kumiko's
world.
     But not all was stillness. Suddenly, he heard it. The
flapping of giant wings from somewhere nearby assaulted his ears.
He looked left, right, all around to no avail. Finally, he looked
up, and just in time, for the creature was diving on him. He
flung himself out of its way, landing hard on the ground. He felt
the ground beneath him shudder as the beast landed, turning to
face him.
     It was a winged dragon, the size of a school bus. Its body a
mottled reddish-brown, its underbelly a pale tan. The head was
lined with spikes, and adorned with a set of sharply curving
horns. A set of ridge plates ran down its back, fading into the
tail. The talons on its front limbs were definitely sharp, and
about six inches long.
     Ron did not have long to consider the beast, as it lunged at
him, slashing with its claws. He rolled away, avoiding the brunt
of the attack, but getting scratched even so. The dragon gave him
no quarter, hounding him round and round the bluff. Ron
successfully rolled, dodged, and ducked the attacks, but he was
wearing down.
     I've got to think! This isn't real. What do you fight a
dragon with? In less time than he could have verbalized it, a
sword and shield appeared in his hands. He had little experience
with sword-fighting, but figured now would be a good time to
learn. Must go for the underbelly.
     On the dragon's next attack, Ron rolled inside, landing on
his feet right under the dragon. He took hold of the sword with
both hands and plunged upward. The sword stuck, and the dragon
screamed in anger. Ron, momentarily stunned, was nearly trampled
by the beast. He moved to the side, but not fast enough. The
creature's whip-like tail caught him in the midsection, throwing
him thirty feet away before he landed, roughly, in a bush.
     Ron scrambled to his feet to find the dragon had managed to
dislodge the sword. It was bleeding, but not badly. He had not
inflicted enough damage. This bastard's just too big! Ron's
thoughts were interrupted by another charge. Ron rolled away, but
the dragon caught him on the back, gashing him deeply.
     The dragon reared up, flapping its wings. Rising from the
ground, it flew in a great loop, now diving at its quarry. Ron
ran for dear life, and jumped off the bluff onto a ledge. He was
trapped now, and knew it. He didn't have time to climb back up to
the bluff. So fly yourself, you idiot! The situation had Ron so
disoriented, he'd forgotten about his Ability. He raised himself
back to the bluff, but had to duck immediately to avoid another
onslaught by the dragon. What do you use to stop a dragon?
     The dragon advanced again, and Ron rolled away. As he did,
he felt something sharp in the small of his back. After getting
up, he looked down to see a jagged stone lying on the ground. He
got an idea.
     The dragon was still in the air, and Ron needed him on the
ground, so he began to taunt him. "Hey, you wimpy-assed mythical
lizard! What, you afraid of a fair fight? Come on down here and
fight me like a real monster!" This had the desired effect of
infuriating the beast, who flew down and landed with a resounding
thud. The beast advanced, the ground shaking as he came..
     But the shaking wasn't from the beast. Not this time. The
shaking became severe, and the dragon lost its footing. As the
shaking reached its peak, the ground split open. An eardrum-
shattering scream filled the valley as the dragon was run through
by a sharp spire of rock, lurching up from the ground. In the
end, the dragon was skewered, like a bug in a collection.
     That'll teach ya to fuck with me. But Ron knew the battle
was just beginning. He had a long way to go, and only a little
while to lick his wounds.
     As Ron headed down the bluff towards the valley, his
attention was focussed on trying to heal his wounds. He found it
more difficult in this world than in reality, for here his wounds
were truly mental, and his confidence had been shaken by the
dragon. He was unsure, now, of his ability to face a being of
great strength head-on.
     As Ron entered the glen, the mist enfolded him. Visibility
was cut to less than two hundred feet. He could barely see his
surroundings, and the further in he went, the denser it became.
He tried to stay alert, to beware of the things that might be
around him. His wounds required too much attention, though, and
he was, once again, caught off-guard.
     They came silently, appearing as shadows out of the night.
Garbed all in black, and wielding the weapons of their craft, Ron
was surrounded by four of the most feared warriors of the orient:
the warriors of shadow, of stealth. They were the ninja.
     Oh, shit, thought Ron, but immediately a bo staff formed in
his hands. It was the martial arts weapon he was most familiar
with, and it had a good long reach.
     His first attacker advanced, wielding a sword. Ron
sidestepped and swept his feet from under him. He turned to face
his other attackers. One was also carrying a staff, another was
brandishing nunchucks. The last didn't seem to be carrying a
weapon at all, but Ron knew that not all weapons were easily
visible.
     The ninja to his right, with the chucks, was closest. Ron
stepped toward him and swung his staff in an uppercut. The ninja
backflipped onto his hands to avoid the swing. Ron attempted a
sweep at the ninja's hands, but he just completed the move, and
landed safely a foot out of Ron's reach. The ninja then swung his
weapon in a wide circle. Ron blocked it once, and the second
swing as well. He pivoted for a forward jab, but the ninja took
his chucks and parried Ron's thrust downward. The ninja then
swung his weapon towards Ron's head. Ron moved into a reverse
stance to avoid the move, then stepped forward and connected with
his opponent's head with an overhand strike. Before he could even
take a breath, he realized the third attacker was on him. He felt
the strike coming, and raised his staff over his head to block
the overhead strike. Ron brought his staff down towards his
attacker's head, but the ninja parried his strike to the side.
Ron pivoted and swung again, but the ninja once more blocked his
attack. Then the attacker swung an uppercut, and connected
solidly with Ron's chin. Ron was thrown onto his back, and got
the wind knocked out of him. He quickly recovered, however, and
struck at the ninja's ankles. Caught off guard, the ninja was
felled to the ground. Ron vaulted himself back to his feet. His
fourth attacker was waiting for him, though, and Ron found a
throwing star deep in his arm. The pain was intense, but he had
no time to dwell on it. The sword-fighter was back up now, and
Ron was faced with him again. Ron parried his first slash, and
caught a glancing blow, but it had little effect. The ninja came
again, and this time Ron was not fast enough. The sword cut him
across his side. Ron was fast enough moving out of the way that
the cut was not deep, but it was very painful. Wounded, angry
with himself, Ron pressed on. He stepped in, parried the sword
attack, and connected soundly with the ninja's neck, snapping it
cleanly where it met the shoulder. The ninja slumped to the
ground, dead.
     Ron felt the impact of yet another throwing star in his arm,
and winced in pain. The momentary distraction caused him more
problems, however, when the nunchuck ninja took Ron's knee out
from under him. He toppled to the ground again, and rolled out of
the way of an axe kick to the head. He swung himself to his feet,
ready to do battle. However, it was now a two-on-one, as both the
nunchuck ninja, and the bo staff ninja charged at once. In the
nick of time, Ron once again remembered his Ability, and he
flipped himself into the air, landing behind his opponents just
as they reached his previous location. Ron swept the nunchuck
ninja off his feet and brought his staff down onto the ninja's
skull. A loud crack announced the death of the second ninja. Ron
felt it coming this time, and rolled out of the way of the third
throwing star, which embedded itself into a tree twenty feet
behind him. Ron squared off against the staff ninja.
     Neither one was willing to make an error as they circled
around each other. Suddenly, the ninja lunged with a side attack.
Ron stepped inward to a sideways block, parried the staff
downward, then swung around and thrust his staff towards the
ninja's face. The thrust was so hard it actually penetrated the
skull. The third ninja was history.
     Ron was faced now with only one more ninja. This one pulled
out a chain whip. One of the few weapons with longer reach than
the staff, the ninja swung at him from safety. Though Ron
attempted to parry and block, the whip is a very flexible weapon,
and Ron was lashed several times in the face and upper body.
     Suddenly, the ninja lashed his whip and caught Ron's staff.
He jerked, and Ron was now weaponless. Ron circled, rolled, and
dodged, but was still caught many times by the sting of the whip.
He was cut, bleeding, in pain, and his energy was fading. He had
only one shot left.
     He formed his staff again. The ninja kept lashing at him
until he caught the staff once more. This time, however, Ron was
ready for it. Ron stepped in and pulled, hard. The ninja,
unprepared for the attack, was pulled into range. Ron swung his
staff with all his might, connecting with the ninja's right
temple. The ninja was thrown six feet away, and did not move
again.
     Ron limped away from this "victory". He was unsure just how
much more he could take. He sat for some time near the stream,
allowing his body to heal, mostly. His blood had been replaced,
and his body was as ready as he could make it. His confidence in
himself, however, was badly shaken. If I can't even beat a group
of normal fighters, can I really face Mordreon? Sure, I've won
both battles, but the cost has been very high. I'm feeling weak,
and a good deal of my energy has been drained. What will happen
next? And will I be able to handle it?
     Ron traveled on through this world of unreality. Eventually,
he found his way into a small village. People in it were going
about their business, completely ignorant of the struggle he
faced. Or, most of them were.
     As Ron walked his way slowly up the main street, he was
approached by an incredibly beautiful woman. She stood 5' 10"
tall, with flowing black hair to her lower back, and piercing
green eyes. Her chest was more than ample, at least a D-cup. Her
face shone with innocence and concern. She moved toward Ron
immediately upon noticing him.
     "Pardon, sire, but you appear to be injured. Would you care
for rest, and some food?"
     "Yes, m'lady, I would." M'lady? Where the hell did that come
from? "What is your name?"
     "I am Constance, sire. Please, come to my home, and I will
tend you." She led him down a side street, towards a modest home.
She led him in, and invited him to sit.
     "I'm afraid all I have is some thin stew, but I hope that
you will partake of it." She placed a bowl in front of him. Wary,
he sniffed at it, but could sense nothing wrong with it. Tasting
it, he realized how hungry he really was. He ate as quickly as
manners allowed.
     After finishing the meal, Ron thanked his hostess. As he
rose to leave, she placed a hand on his arm.
     "Please, sire. You are not ready to travel. You need time to
rest, and recover from your wounds."
     "I appreciate your concern, but I must be traveling on. I am
on a quest of some import."
     Constance leaned closer. "Please, sire. It has been so long
since I have had company, and truly you are in need of caring
for. At least lie down and rest a while before journeying
further."
     Ron saw the wisdom in her words. He was very tired from the
fighting, and weary from the walking. "Very well. Thank you,
m'lady, for your kindness." She led him to a small bedroom, where
she directed him to lie down.
     Upon lying down, he closed his eyes. When he heard the swish
of cloth, he opened them again to see what was up. He found
Constance standing before him now, utterly naked, except for a
silk scarf around her neck. Without a word, she removed his
pants, with only minimal help from Ron.
     Her mouth engulfed his cock. Her tongue slid smoothly along
its underside, and her teeth grazed it lightly as she moved her
mouth up and down along its length. She managed to take his
entire length into her mouth, and Ron felt the back of her throat
caress the head of his dick.
     Constance continued this action until Ron was good and hard.
Then, almost reluctantly, she let his cock slip out of her mouth.
Rising, she straddled Ron, and impaled herself on his shaft. A
soft hiss escaped her lips as she sank fully onto his rock-hard
dick. As she began a slow rhythm, Ron reached up and fondled her
breasts. They were firm, with no sag. Her nipples were hot points
against his palms. He kneaded them gently, rolling them around on
her chest.
     Constance's pace grew faster, and her tits were bouncing
merrily. Ron was grunting and thrusting, meeting Constance's
stride. He could tell she was building to a big climax, and he
knew his was not far off.
     As she reached her peak, her hands flew up behind her head.
Ron had almost no warning before he saw the glint of steel. Her
moans of pleasure turned into a howl of rage as she brandished
the dagger above her head, poised to strike. The moment could not
have lasted more than a half-second, but as their eyes met, it
stretched into an eternity.
     Before she could strike, Ron used his telekinetic extension
to throw her off him. She flew across the room, striking the wall
and slumping to the floor. The knife dropped from her hand, and
she seemed unconscious.
     Ron redressed, and walked over to her. She was stirring by
now, and he knew the fight would be renewed. He was in no mood to
deal with this crazed lunatic. He took her head gently between
his hands, and looked into her half open eyes. The fight had left
her for the moment. She merely looked back at him and said, "You
know you have to do it." Then she closed her eyes.
     Quickly, before his resolve left him, he grasped her head
more firmly, and twisted violently. The "snap!" of her neck was
the most disgusting sound he had ever heard. Without looking
back, he got up and left the home.
     Ron nearly ran out of the village, not stopping or looking
around. He was unsure of where to go now, but his senses told him
to keep heading toward the mountains, toward the sun.
     Ron walked on for what seemed like hours, or even days. The
sun, strangely, never moved. It remained transfixed in the sky.
Ron stopped from time to time to rest, and try to recover from
his attacks. I can't even count on the kindness of others here.
This mission is not going as well as I'd hoped.
     Finally, Ron saw something in the distance. He instinctively
knew it was his ultimate destination. It reminded him of
Stonehenge, though the work was more modern, and more elaborate.
As he entered the stone circle, up marble steps, he saw a
fountain pool in the center. Across the circle from him he saw
Kumiko, chained to one of the stone pillars. The look in her eyes
was terror, but Ron knew the terror wasn't only for herself, but
for him as well.
     And well it should be. Out from behind one of the pillars
stepped Mordreon. Twelve feet tall, he towered almost to the tops
of the pillars. He was black all over, but not as if that were
his color, but more as if he had been charred in an immense fire.
His face was covered in open blisters, along with the horns and
spikes that protruded from it. His hands were immense, and had
claws instead of fingernails. His body was armor-plated, and he
had the tail of the dragon. Though he wasn't breathing fire, Ron
wouldn't have been surprised if he did.
     "So, the weakling wishes to challenge the great Mordreon?
You puny mortal! You are no match for a demon of my caliber!"
Mordreon's laugh boomed throughout the gallery.
     Ron stood silently, attempting to prepare himself for what
was to come. Mordreon clapped his hands together, and thunder
resounded across the sky. Lightning crashed just outside the
arena.
     "Neat trick," replied Ron. He elevated his mental shield
strength to maximum. If this battle took more than a few minutes,
he was toast.
     It would not, however. Mordreon drew his hands together, and
a massive ball of psionic energy formed. He released it at Ron,
who thought he was ready. Instead of passing around him as
expected, however, the energy ball crashed right through his
shield. Ron was flung back fifty feet, and crashed into a column.
Ron slid down the column into near unconsciousness. He stumbled
to his feet, and prepared an attack of his own.
     This was not to be, however. Mordreon, laughing in a mocking
tone, charged Ron, picked him up high over his head, and flung
him into the fountain. Ron plunged fifteen feet down under the
water before hitting his head on the bottom. Though painful, it
didn't knock him out. Ron thrust himself skyward, rising fifty
feet above the water, and blasting down a full-force energy
strike of his own. Mordreon brushed it aside as if it were a
mosquito.
     The demon issued forth a blast of scalding wind. Ron was
blown off balance, and began to fall. He caught himself before
hitting the ground, but could not prevent Mordreon from
delivering a kick into his side. Once again Ron found himself
hurtling through the air towards a large stone edifice. He
crashed against the pillar and slumped to the ground. Ron had
almost no energy left. He realized that all the previous fights
had drained him more than he thought.
     Mordreon advanced, and Ron knew he was finished. He didn't
even have the strength left to rise to his feet to meet the
attack. He had only enough strength to raise his head to look at
Kumiko and whisper, "I'm sorry."
     Mordreon was towering over him now. Ron looked up at him,
though his vision was blurring. Mordreon cackled at the man-child
before him. "You were no match for me, whelp! Now, you will die
here!"
     As Mordreon raised his hands for the final assault,
lightning cracked. But this bolt was not outside the arena. It
struck Mordreon full force, zapping him a good hundred feet away.
Ron blessed his luck as he closed his eyes and lay down his head.
Just before passing out, he felt soft hands lifting him from the
ground.
     Whatever it is, it'll wait.
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Chapter 2: The Allies
     Ron was floating on a cloud, sailing across a lavender sky,
with yellow birds flitting around him. He recognized the
sensations. I'm dreaming. But I was already dreaming, wasn't I?
This is all some nightmare.
     Ron rose slowly from the depths of unconsciousness. His
senses were reporting in before he had risen fully to alertness.
He felt the softness of the surface on which he lay, how it gave
support and comfort to provide him a soothing rest. He felt the
slippery sheet on top of him, covering him, but not making him
hot. His bare arms felt the room temperature, which was warm and
comforting. Before he had ever opened his eyes, he knew for
certain he was dead, since there was no way any hospital felt
this good, and he'd have to at least be in a hospital after his
battle.
     Opening his eyes, his first, blurry vision proved him right.
The being before him was dressed in a white robe. As his vision
focused, he could tell that the angel before him was a girl,
slightly older than himself. Her blonde hair flowed around her
peaceful face, framing her friendly smile and sparkling green
eyes. She peered at him with concern, and when she spoke, it was
as if chimes had rung around the world.
     "Are you alright?" The goddess asked.
     "Mmph," was all Ron managed to squeak out. Before he could
say more, she raised a goblet to his lips, and he was given some
liquid to drink. Slowly, he sipped at it, feeling his throat
absorb it all. After a moment, she lowered the goblet.
     "Is that better?" she asked.
     "I think so," Ron managed, "where am I?"
     The goddess actually deigned to touch him, as she helped him
into a sitting position, and placed pillows behind him. Looking
around, he realized they were not alone. There were other angels
here. Playing what appeared to him to be a small harp was another
blonde, wearing a short skirt and a tight upper garment that
covered only her torso, but not her arms. Her skin was fair, and
her smile inviting. Her posture spoke of strength and agility.
Her smile spoke of friendship and warmth. She looked upon him
with concern and friendship. The music she played was soothing
and soft.
     The third angel in the room was also a blonde. Do only
blondes go to heaven? Then what am I doing here? She was sitting
on a couch, legs curled up, and observing him. Her countenance
was neither friendly nor hostile, but curious. Her body was
concealed among the folds of her rather thick robe, and the sash
that draped around it. The room itself was a luxurious
bedchamber, with plush carpeting and furniture filling the room.
The drapes over the windows were thin enough that they admitted
most of the sunshine from outside. The bed on which he lay was
very soft, and king-sized. He looked down, and the sheets were
indeed satin. Ron focused his attention back on the goddess in
front of him. Her body was very close to his, and he could smell
her scent, which reminded him of a field of wildflowers.
     The goddess waited until he had refocused on her. "You are
in Guardian Hall. We brought you here after your... battle with
Mordreon." She had almost said defeat, but did not wish to remind
him of it. "You have been asleep for a considerable amount of
Spirit Time."
     "How long?" he asked.
     "Four days." Seeing the panicked look on his face, she
quickly continued, "But that's not Earth time, that's just time
here, in the Spirit Realm. On Earth, I think it's been about a
half an hour. Time doesn't play at the same tempo in all the
realms."
     "Who.. Who are you?" he asked.
     "My name is Callista. That," she gestured to the girl with
the harp, "is Valeria, and the other is Minerva. We are the Three
Sisters, Guardians of the Realms." Valeria put down her harp and
walked over to him, but Minerva remained where she was.
     Ron was badly shaken by this new experience. "Why am I not
dead?" he asked.
     "And an ungrateful fellow you are," Valeria said teasingly.
"We rescued you from Mordreon at the last moment." She sat down
on the bed opposite from Callista, who had also settled onto it.
     "Thank you. I really appreciate what you have done. But what
about Kumiko?"
     Both of their faces saddened. Callista said, "I'm sorry.
There's nothing we can do for her. It was all we could do to
rescue you, and that only worked because we had surprise on our
side. I'm afraid she is still trapped by him, and she will die.
Soon, I imagine." It pained her to cause him such grief. She
wished for some way to ease his suffering.
     Valeria moved closer to him. "Why did you risk your life for
her? She's not important in the grand scheme of things."
     Ron's face took on a look of shock. "If you think humans
only do things because they make sense, you don't know much about
us. Kumiko is my responsibility. It's my fault she's being
attacked. And I will do whatever I can to get her out of this."
     They could see he was agitated about it. Callista shot a
look to her sister. Cool it. Valeria nodded.
     Minerva chose that moment to rise from the couch. "I told
you. He's just another human. No big deal. Certainly not
something to get excited about." She breezed out the door,
closing it behind her.
     "You'll have to excuse our sister," Callista said, "she
doesn't like stepping into Earth Realm business. She thinks we
should just let you be and deal with our own troubles."
     "So, why did you help me?" Ron asked.
     Valeria said, "The Guardians are responsible for protecting
the Earth Realm. Besides," she said with a twinkling in her eye,
"You're cute."
     "Now, Val," Callista said, "You know we're not allowed to
tease him. If you're going to start something like that, you know
we have to finish it."
     "Promise to help?" Val responded.
     "Just try and stop me!" was Callista's answer.
     Ron wasn't sure he understood where they were going, but he
was in no position to stop them anyway. As Valeria climbed onto
the bed, Callista loosened her robe. Ron watched as her heavenly
body was slowly revealed to him, inch by inch as her robe opened
wider.
     Just before her nipples were exposed, Ron's attention was
diverted by a warm hand placed on top of the sheet covering his
crotch. He turned his head to meet Val's kiss. Her lips were
warm, moist and sensuous. Her tongue slithered into his mouth and
engaged his own. He reached his hand down to her breast and
lightly massaged her nipple through her shirt. She moaned into
his mouth as she cupped her other breast.
     Callista pulled the sheet down off of Ron, so he was fully
uncovered. He groaned in pleasure as Callista's lips engulfed his
cock, her tongue swirling lightly around the head as she tried to
suck his sperm out of him. Val broke their kiss long enough to
remove her shirt, revealing a gorgeous set of firm tits. Her
nipples stood out proud from breasts that, though not large, were
still wonderful to behold. He leaned in and fastened his lips
around one of her nipples, lapping at it with his tongue as he
suctioned it. She mewled as she pulled his head into her chest.
He found the clasp holding her wrap-around skirt in place, and
removed the garment. As he had expected, she was not wearing
anything beneath, and his hand had free access to her pussy.
     Meanwhile, Callista sucked his cock all the way in, deep-
throating him for all she was worth. Her fingers caressed his
balls as she sucked, sending tingles all through his body. She
slowed down her pace as his orgasm approached, to lengthen his
pleasure. She glanced up to see Ron's hand fondling her sister's
cunt, one finger thrust deep inside. Oh, how she longed for that
to be her. It had been a long time since the sisters had any male
company to enjoy, and they were determined to make the best of it
while he was around.
     Ron felt his climax approaching, and he grunted in an effort
to let the others know. Now Callista increased her rhythm,
picking up the pace to force him over. Valeria mashed her mouth
against his, their tongues lashing in a passionate duel. Soon,
Ron could hold out no longer, and his seed spilled down
Callista's throat. She continued sucking until every last drop
had been vacuumed out of him, and he was on his way back to
hardness.
     Callista stroked his dick with her hand until he was fully
hard. Val spun around as Callista impaled herself on Ron's cock,
and slid down with a satisfied hiss. Valeria reached out and
cupped Callista's tits, kneading and fondling them. Ron laid
himself back down, and, pulling Val's pussy to his mouth, began
licking her slit.
     Valeria was in heaven. Ron's tongue danced magically across
her pussy lips, darting from side to side, and then plunging into
her depths. Her sister leaned in, and they began kissing, softly
at first, then with more passion. Ron's tongue-lashing was
sending wonderful electric sparks up her spine, and her sister's
kisses were sending more sparks down that spine. Valeria was in
ecstasy.
     Callista was also overwhelmed with pleasure. It had been so
long since she'd had a hard cock to pound into her, jolting her
pussy with the feelings of lust. Ron's dick slid in and out as
she rode him for all she was worth. Her one hand was fondling
Val's tit, and the other was rubbing her own clit. Val's tongue
slid into her mouth and they kissed, exchanging the taste of
Ron's come. Callista did not have much control left.
     Ron himself was in pleasure overload. Callista's pussy was
wrapped tightly around his pole, sliding almost reluctantly up
and down, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. He could
feel both the girls' orgasms approaching, and he worked harder to
send them over the edge. He sucked Valeria's clit into his mouth
and bit down lightly. Val screamed out her orgasm into Callista's
mouth, as her pussy flooded Ron's face with a load of her juices.
He lapped up as much as he could, but it just kept coming. But
Val's moaning and bucking had finally set off Callista, who rode
Ron's dick like a piston, until she finally exploded in her own
orgasm. Her gyrations were so fierce that her sister had to let
go, and Callista nearly flung herself off Ron's cock. Her screams
and moans filled the room.
     As they were coming down from their highs, Callista rolled
to the side. Ron rolled Valeria onto her back, and positioned
himself at her entrance. "Oh, yeah, baby," she said, "Screw me
good."
     Ron plunged into her wet hole. On his first thrust, his
entire cock was embedded into her love tunnel. She wrapped her
legs around his waist and screamed, "Do it to me NOW!" Ron
pummeled her pussy with all he had, rocking them both. Valeria
thrashed her head from side to side, her short blonde hair
flailing. She was grunting and screaming, "Yes! Yes! YESSSSS!"
     Their pace was feverish, their goal unwavering. Quickly,
they both built up to a massive orgasm. When it hit, both were
wracked with spasms, grunting and moaning and bucking at each
other. At the height of their pleasure, they both passed out from
overload.
     Ron awakened sometime later. He did not know how long he had
been out, as the light coming from the window was the same as it
had been before. He did notice that he was now alone, again
covered with the sheet, and placed comfortably in a sleeping
position.
     He noticed that the door to the room was open, and he saw a
woman walking down the hallway toward his room. She was a very
pretty lady, with flowing blonde hair, and a heart-shaped face
with big blue eyes. Her lips were curved into a smile, and she
seemed to be humming a tune. Her body was straight out of
playboy, though it was somewhat concealed by the gown she wore.
     She noticed he was awake when she entered the room. "Oh!
Good morning. I didn't think you would be up yet. I just came in
to set out some clothes for you.
     "How long was I out?" Ron asked.
     "Oh, about a day, in Spirit Time. The girls must've really
worn you out. I warned them not to be so aggressive. I hope they
didn't hurt you." She looked at him with some concern.
     "No, ma'am, I'm fine, really. And I certainly did enjoy
their. aggressiveness." He smiled shyly, and the lady chuckled.
     "No doubt. Anyway, my name is Calliope. I am their mother,
and also a Guardian of the Realms. If you feel up to it, you can
get dressed and come to breakfast."
     Ron almost rose from the bed, but had a sudden attack of
modesty. He didn't know why he felt uncomfortable in front of
this lady. She understood his hesitation, laid the garments on
the bed, and stepped out into the hall as he got dressed. He
thought that he caught her peeking once, but he wasn't sure.
     When he was finished dressing, she escorted him to the
dining room, where he found the three sisters eating their
breakfast. Callista and Valeria greeted him warmly, but Minerva
only nodded her head before returning to her meal. He was
escorted to a seat between the two friendlier sisters.
     "Did you sleep well?" inquired Callista.
     "Yes, very well, thank you," replied Ron. "I appreciate all
the kindness, really, but I do need to be getting back to my
world soon. That is possible, isn't it?"
     Both sisters chuckled at the concern on his face. Val
answered, "Sure, you can go home whenever you like, but please
finish breakfast first. It'll do you a lot of good."
     They chatted about what was going on in Earth Realm for the
rest of breakfast. After breakfast, Callista took him for a walk
in the garden. He looked around at all the pretty flowers and
trees, soaked in the wonderful smells and the warmth of the.. but
it wasn't sunshine.
     "Hey, there's no sun here!" exclaimed Ron.
     "No, not in the Spirit Realm. In Guardian Hall, it is always
light out, just like this. Occasionally, we get rain, but the
light doesn't dim when that happens. Ron, why did you attack
Mordreon? You had to know you couldn't win."
     "I've never believed that. There's a way to beat everybody.
Besides, what's the difference if I die trying to save Kumiko, or
if she dies because I didn't?"
     "Because you're more important than she is. Look, normally
we don't tell humans these things, but the Judges have said it's
okay, to prevent you from doing something this.. Stupid again."
She saw the irritation cross his face. "Sorry, but it was a
stupid move. Mordreon cannot be defeated by you in a head-on
fight. The Guardians have only beaten him twice, not counting our
little hit-and-run to save you, and the Centurions have only
beaten him three times."
     "I'm confused," said Ron. "Who are all these people?"
     "Okay. You know about the Watchers, right?" Getting a nod,
she continued, "Their job is to gather information, to keep an
eye on the Earth Realm, but they can't actually go into it to do
anything. They just observe. The Centurions are spirit warriors.
They can't enter Earth Realm at all. They fight battles against
the demons here in the Spirit Realm. The Guardians, like my
sisters, my mother and I, are the ones who intervene when
problems happen in Earth Realm that need our attention. We can
enter Earth Realm as either an invisible force, or appear as you
see me now, depending on what the situation calls for. We are
strongly psionic here, but on Earth, we would be about what you
would rate a psion-14. Our powers also diminish the longer we are
in Earth Realm. But, anyway, the point is that whenever a demon
appears on Earth and has to be stopped, the Guardians are sent to
do it."
     "You mentioned the Judges?" Ron reminded her.
     "Yes, the Council of Judges rules the Spirit Realm. Well,
they rule everyone but the demons, who don't listen to anyone.
When the demons get too far out of hand, the Judges will send
either the Centurions or the Guardians to do something about it."
     "So why am I so special?" Ron inquired. "You said I'm more
important than Kumiko. I don't buy that. All people are
important."
     "Yes, Ron, all people are important, but not all of them are
vital to the proper continuation of the Earth Realm. You see, the
job of the spirits is to maintain a positive course for Earth
Realm. The job of the demons is to disrupt that course. By
distracting you, Mordreon is attempting to disrupt your course.
You are very important to Earth in the events that are coming.
Far more important than Kumiko, in any case. You are needed back
on Earth. You should give up this battle."
     "I cannot do that, Callista. If I were to do that, I
wouldn't be able to face myself. This is my fault. I've got to
try again, but I need to find a way to win."
     "I told them you wouldn't stop. I told them it's not in your
nature. That's what makes you important: you never give up. If
you can find some way that isn't just a desperate hope, the
Guardians will help all they can. But you've got to come up with
something that might actually work."
     "Thank you. Thank you for everything." There were tears in
his eyes, and Callista leaned in and kissed him softly on the
cheek.
     "You are always welcome here," she said, "But now you must
return home, so that your family will not worry about you."
Suddenly Valeria was at his side. "Val, take him to the gate, and
see him off."
     Valeria led him down a path to a gate in the wall. "Outside
this gate is the Plane of the Watchers. If ever you need to come
back to us, have Jessica lead you here." With that, she kissed
him gently on the lips, turned, and walked off.
     Ron stood for some time, watching her walk back toward the
house. He wondered just how big it really was, having no real
reference to judge it against. Then, he turned and walked through
the gate. He continued down the path until it met a road.
Standing at the crossroads, he found Jessica waiting. She stepped
forward and, before he could flinch, she embraced him.
     "I thought I couldn't touch you," he said.
     "After having been with the Guardians, your spirit self is
much stronger. Now you are able to handle the entire Spirit
Realm. Though you may not feel it now, you have come out of this
battle a far stronger person. And you have made the right kind of
friends." Her eyes twinkled in knowledge. "I will lead you back
to your self now."
     They walked quietly, hand in hand, down the path to a sea.
     "The easiest way for you to return to yourself is to walk
into the sea."
     "But, Jess, before you just sort of. zapped me back into
myself."
     "You weren't so disconnected from yourself then. To fight
Mordreon, you have almost totally removed yourself from your
body. If any more of you were not in your body, it would not be
living anymore. I cannot direct you back to yourself, but the
Watchers can. In order for them to do it, you must walk into the
sea."
     "Okay, if you say so." Ron turned to her, and they embraced.
Softly, he kissed her, and then she stepped away from him. Ron
turned and slowly, reluctantly, walked into the sea, feeling the
water engulf him until it rose over his head.
     Ron's eyes slowly opened, his vision out of focus and his
hearing fuzzy. His vision cleared to see Nikki looking eagerly at
him. She turned and said, "He's awake! Hey! He's awake!"
     Linda quickly moved into Ron's view as Nikki began to fuss
over him unbearably. "Nikki, why don't you go get him a glass of
water, and let everyone else know that he's back with us?" As
Nikki rushed off to do as she was told, Linda helped Ron sit up
straight. "We were worried you weren't coming back. Miko came out
of it about an hour ago, and she said you had failed, and been
taken away by someone." Unlike Callista, Linda knew Ron didn't
want to be coddled. He had failed, and replacing the word
wouldn't lessen that failure.
     "Is she okay?" he asked.
     "Yes, she's fine. Well, as fine as she ever is anymore. Her
mood swings are starting to worry me, though. What's going on
with her, Ron?"
     "It's the demon, Linda, and it's going to get worse." Ron
replied, as the others hurried into the room.
     Sandra, having heard the last part of that, said, "Oh, Ron.
Isn't there anything you can do for her? I'm afraid she's going
to hurt herself, the way she throws herself around, and thrashes
on the bed as she tries to sleep."
     "I know, Mom. She's trying to fight off the demon, but she
can't. It's migrated into her fully from the baby. I've got to
find a way to get him out of there. But I don't have a clue what
else to try."
     "So, who kidnapped you after the fight?" Linda wanted to
know.
     "Well, saved is probably a better word. They were more
spirits. They're called Guardians. They said they'd help me get
rid of Mordreon if I could come up with a plan. That's the hard
part." Ron stifled a yawn.
     "Okay, everyone, I think we need to let Ron rest," said
Sandra. In a mock-stern voice, she said, "I may not act like it
much anymore, but I'm still your mother, Ron. Now, young man, I
want you to go to bed and get some rest." She smiled at him, and
gave him a wink, and then softened her tone. "You need to sleep,
baby. You look all worn out."
     "Okay, Mom. I do feel pretty wasted. Battling dragons is
hard work."
     Linda lingered as everyone filed out. When they were alone,
she asked, "Are you sure you're okay, Ron? I was really worried
when you didn't wake up after Miko did."
     Ron took her offered hand. "I'll be okay, Linda. It's just
that, after the fight, the Guardians took me back to their part
of the spirit world, and I rested and.. talked with them for a
while. I'm hoping they'll be able to help when I figure out what
the hell I'm going to do."
     "Okay, Sweetheart, but take it easy for a little while,
okay?" She leaned over and kissed him gently on the lips, and
then walked out of the room.
     "I wish I knew Kumiko had a little while left.." Ron
muttered as he drifted off to a dreamless sleep.
     Ron did take it easy, for about a day and a half. He felt
driven to find a solution to this crisis. He was looking through
books he had gathered over the last months, about demons and
psionic power, and even magic. Most of it was of no use
whatsoever, but Ron read through it anyway, in a desperate
attempt to find something, anything, that might work.
     After two solid days of reading, Ron had exhausted his
reading material. All, that is, except for one. It was
"Channeling the Mind", the book he'd found at the library a
couple of years ago. He'd forgotten all about this book. This was
the original source of his present trouble. This book contained
the plans for the mental lens. He opened it up to the chapter
about the mental lens and started to look for the passage Jessica
had said would have warned him about demons.
     "It's about time you got back to that book," a voice said
from the doorway. Ron jumped in surprise, which in itself
surprised him. He had heard the voice before he had felt the
presence. Obviously, this was another psionic. Ron turned to see
Megan, standing beside the person to whom the voice belonged. Ron
studied his guest momentarily. He stood about 5' 11", with dark
brown curly hair hanging to just above his shoulders. His eyes
were blue, with a deep intensity Ron had come to recognize as the
sign of someone having too much responsibility thrust upon them.
Ron saw that same look every time he peered into a mirror. This
guy's features were hardened, whether by exposure to harsh
climate, or through stress, Ron didn't know. If he'd had to
guess, Ron would have placed his age at about 18.
     "Who the hell are you?" Ron inquired.
     "My name is Lars Ohlin," the voice replied, with just a hint
of some Northern European accent. "I have come to speak with you
about your relationship with the organization you know as CAMP.
May I come in?"
     "You're already in, dammit. But, yes, you can have a seat.
Megan, you may go now." He gave her a look that said quite
clearly they would speak later.
     "Please, do not judge your servant too harshly. I did lead
her to believe that we were good friends, and that you would want
her to let me in."
     "So, who are you, and what have you got to do with CAMP?"
     "I am, as I said, Lars Ohlin, Adept of the Second Order, and
Chief Hunter of the SkuggDrakarna."
     "The who?" inquired Ron, with a perplexed look on his face.
     "Sorry. The English translation is `ShadowDragon'. The
SkuggDrakarna is a psionics guild, born in the fifth century of
the Common Era. They have been training apprentice psionics for
the last fifteen hundred years. As to what I have to do with
CAMP, the answer to that is nothing at all. I wish to discuss
your connection with them."
     "Uh-huh," responded Ron. "And, um. what does the Skugg-
Whatever want with me?"
     "It is impolite to make fun of our name, Ron. If it will
make life easier for you, we can refer to them as the SD. I know
that you are not familiar with Swedish."
     "Right. So, as I said, what do they want with me?"
     "The. I believe "Dragon's Heart" would be the proper
translation. has been paying close attention to all of the other
psionic societies in the world. Just so you know, the Dragon's
Heart is the ruling body of the SD. Anyway, they've been watching
CAMP since even before it was a full-fledged Corporation, back
when it was just a club for high-school kids with the Ability.
They have come to the conclusion that CAMP's goals are
detrimental to the goals of psionics in general."
     "As set forth by the Dragon's Heart, of course," Ron said,
trying to keep the sarcasm from his voice, and failing.
     "Well, yes. It is conceivable that the SD has, in fact,
misjudged the role that CAMP is trying to play in the world. That
is why I have been directed to contact you to find out if, in
fact, what we suspect is the truth."
     "And if it is?" Ron asked. "What then?"
     "Well, ideally, we would, at that point, like to have your
cooperation in trying to reorient their thinking about things,"
Lars replied.
     "Uh-huh. And if I refuse?"
     "Then we will find other means to go about our activities. I
am not here to threaten you. You aren't on my list, anyway."
     "List?"
     "Well, I am a Hunter for the SD. We have a list of actively
destructive psionics. It is my job to find them and...
`eliminate' them."
     "You mean kill." After receiving a nod, Ron continued,
"Well, I'm glad I'm not on the list, then. As to CAMP, I don't
know what you've heard or been told, but it's probably not the
whole story."
     "Why don't you tell me the whole story then?"
     And Ron did. For the next hour, Ron outlined the whole plan.
He'd been upset with the plan since he'd found out about it, and
he thought that maybe the SD might be able to turn things around.
Lars listened in shock at the depths to which CAMP was willing to
sink.
     "Do you believe they will indeed be able to pull this off,
Ron?" asked Lars.
     "Believe it? Hell, I'm the one who made it possible. Yes,
they can and will pull it off. You've heard of Mike McGavin,
right?"
     "The Independent party candidate for president?"
     "Yeah. Independent Party my ass! Might as well call him the
Psionic Party nominee. He's a chief recruiter at CAMP. If he
wins, and he will, I've guaranteed it, things will change in
America. I'm not sure how far they'll take it, but things will
definitely be different. Unfortunately, I've got more pressing
problems to concern myself with lately."
     "What could possibly be more pressing than the stability of
your own country?" Lars asked.
     "Oh, just a bunch of Russians trying to kill all the
American psionics they can find, my backup plan to keep me safe
from whatever CAMP, or the Russians, might be able to try, and oh
yes, let's not forget the little matter of my poor, demon-
possessed former girlfriend."
     "Demon possession? How bad?"
     "Humph. Nasty. A demon called Mordreon. I've been told by
everyone and their sister that Kumiko - that's the girl's name -
cannot survive this."
     "They are, and are not, correct. Without strong measures,
she will not survive. I have had experience with demons before,
though this Mordreon sounds far stronger than any I have
encountered. I've fought with two, named Seepock and Feros, but
they were first level demons, just annoyances, really. This
Mordreon sounds like he's at least seventh level, maybe worse.
However, there is some information in the book which you may find
interesting."
     "Which book?" Ron asked.
     "The one you should have finished reading two years ago when
I left it for you. You know, that book," Lars said, pointing to
"Channeling the Mind".
     "You left this at the library? Why?"
     "There is a lot of very powerful information in that book.
It is a third level manuscript for the SkuggDrakarna. They
wondered what you would do with access to such information,
whether you would become intolerably corrupt, or if you would use
it for good purposes. To their utter surprise, you took one piece
of useful information, and then ignored the rest. That is why it
has taken so long for us to come to you. We were unsure of your
motives."
     "Well, to be honest, if you'd come to me two years ago, I
didn't know any of this shit about CAMP then. And, what did you
mean, there's info in here I might find useful?"
     "There is information in that manuscript about dealing with
demons, and their little tricks. I do not remember exactly what
it says, I have to carry my own copy around with me for the rare
times when I need to deal with them, but I do remember something
about possession in that book. You'll have to read through it to
find it, though, because there's no index."
     "Okay, I'll read it. When will you be back this way?"
     "Actually, if you don't mind, I'd like to stay here for a
day or two. Just in case you have questions about the book, or
the SD," Lars replied.
     "Okay, no problem. We've got extra room here. C'mon." Ron
led him out of the study, and down a hallway. Just coming out of
her own bedroom, dressed in her jeans, T-shirt, and medical coat,
was Karen. She began walking toward them, unconcerned about the
new individual in the house.
     "Hey, Ron," she said. "Heading over to the facility." She
glanced at the other guy with Ron.
     Their eyes locked.
     Her brain burned.
     His brain crackled.
     In an instantaneous flash, both saw a kaleidoscope of colors
wheeling before them. Energies danced through their heads,
flowing back, forth, splitting, merging. The energy doubled, then
trebled, then squared.
     All Ron saw was the briefest flash of light. Then he saw
both of them go flying, in opposite directions, thrown twenty
feet by the burst of energy. Ron rushed to Karen's side. "Are you
okay? What the hell did he do?" Before she could answer, Ron was
up and staring at the prone form of Lars. "What the fuck did you
do!"
     Lars and Karen both rose slowly from the floor.
     <Are you all right? Lars asked telepathically.
     <I think so. What happened? Karen responded in kind.
     Meanwhile, Ron was looking on in confusion. He sensed the
telepathic energies flowing between them, but it was impolite to
eavesdrop on private conversations. "Would someone like to tell
me what the hell is going on?" Turning to Lars, he repeated,
"What the fuck did you do to her?"
     Karen placed a hand on Ron's arm. "He didn't do anything
Ron, at least not on purpose. I think we had a. well, maybe our
defenses just clashed against each other."
     Lars was still shaking his head to clear it. "I do not think
so. I am not sure of what really happened, but I've never had
defensive measures cause this kind of problem. Are you sure
you're all right?"
     "Yes, I believe so. Anyway, I should get to work," Karen
replied.
     "There's no hurry, Karen. Make sure you're okay first," Ron
said. "The facility can run without you for an hour or two."
     "Really, Ron, I'm fine. A little shaken and confused, but
not hurt," Karen answered.
     "Excuse me, but what is this `facility' you keep
mentioning?" Lars inquired.
     Ron answered, "You remember I mentioned that I had my own
plans for protecting myself?" After receiving a nod, Ron
continued, "My plan involves the widespread reprogramming of
individuals. Karen works at the facility where that is done. It's
just another part of the house, really, but it functions as a
completely independent lab."
     "I see," said Lars. "Would it be possible for me to see this
facility?"
     "Well, I should get back to reading that book, so I can find
an answer for Kumiko. Karen, do you feel up to showing him
around?"
     "Sure, Ron. No problem." Mentally, she asked, <How much do I
show him? What do I hide?
     <Don't bother hiding anything, Ron answered. <Anything I
don't want him to know, I haven't told you either. Seeing the
look on her face from that statement, he added, <Don't pout,
There are things I've not told anyone at all. They're just too
sensitive. I have to keep this operation safe. It's not that I
don't trust you, it's that I don't want to put you in greater
danger.
     Karen nodded her acceptance, and turned to Lars. "Shall we
go?"
     Karen had taken fifteen minutes to show Lars around the
facility. They were now sitting in her office chatting, while
Karen petted Jessica the mountain lion.
     "That is an intriguing pet you have there," Lars said,
scratching Jessica between the ears.
     "Well, she's actually Ron's pet, but she's more just another
member of the family, really."
     "So, the reprogramming here, how do the electronics work?"
     "I haven't got a clue. It's not my area of concern, and I
don't think anyone knows but Ron how it all works."
     "I see. What is your area of expertise, if I might ask?"
     "I'm the medical technician here. I examine all the girls
that come in, and make sure they're healthy. I also direct all of
our. `surgeries', to make any wanted changes to the women."
     "What sorts of changes can you do to them?"
     "Well, the normal sorts of things we do are hair coloration
changes, permanently removing hair, changing eye color, and so
on. We can affect body size only marginally, since most of these
women are full grown already. We've done a couple of experiments
with increasing breast size, with mixed results."
     "Interesting. So, where do all these women go when you're
done with them?"
     "They're purchased by our clients. I don't keep track of who
buys them, but you can assume they're all rich, since our prices
aren't cheap."
     "I see. Why do you work here? Doesn't this bother you?"
     "No. Look, in this world, shit happens. My parents raped me
from the time I was 8 years old. They beat me half to death until
I finally killed them. The women who come in here, their lives
aren't any better than mine was. When they leave here, okay, they
don't have free will anymore, but did they really have it to
begin with? And at least they're making someone happy now."
     Lars listened intently to her as she spoke. She's been
brainwashed.
     No, I haven't, she replied automatically.
     "It's not nice to listen in on someone's thoughts. As a
matter of fact, how did you do that without me knowing?"
     "Huh? I heard that so clearly I almost thought you spoke it.
I'm not eavesdropping in your head." Karen concentrated, and
buried a thought deep in her mind, Can you hear this?
     "Quite clearly, yes."
     "What's going on with us?" Karen asked, a touch of fear
creeping into her voice.
     "Calm down," Lars replied. "I think it's part of whatever
happened to us before. Somehow, our minds have formed a bridge
that allows thought to move without any impulse from either of
us. We need to find out how strong it is."
     Over the next hour, they experimented with this new "thing".
They came to the conclusion that this bond was strong enough to
work over a very long distance, without concern for what might be
between them. Finally, they sat back in the office to consider.
     "Should we tell Ron about this?" Karen asked.
     "I think it would be wise to do so. How close are you and
he?"
     "Ron's my best friend. He saved my butt when the cops came
after I killed my parents. He's never let me down. But, to answer
the question I know you're really asking, we're not sleeping
together." Lars blushed as he realized she had easily read his
thoughts.
     "Why not? he sleeps with everyone else here." Lars asked.
This he had picked up from Karen's thoughts.
     "I don't know. It's just never come up. Now, why do you want
to know about my sex life, or are you more interested in Ron's?"
she asked teasingly.
     Lars sputtered for a second until he realized she was
kidding. "Please do not say things like that!" They both laughed.
"We should inform Ron of this new development."
     They found Ron in Kumiko's room. The room was a disaster
area, with books thrown on the floor, the bookcase overturned,
and the sheets from the bed torn and crumpled into a ball. Kumiko
was lying on the bed, her body quivering in the throes of a
seizure caused by her fight with the demon.
     Ron was standing over her, trying to concentrate on
physically controlling her body, trying to settle her down. When
Karen and Lars walked in, they could see the sweat running down
Ron's face.
     <Do we help him? Lars asked.
     <No. We'd only get in his way, Karen answered.
     Eventually, Kumiko passed out, and her seizure subsided. Ron
slumped against her desk, and heaved a sigh of relief. Noticing
for the first time that he had company, he motioned them out of
the room, and closed the door to allow Kumiko to rest.
     "The attacks are getting worse," Ron said, "And I don't know
how much longer she's got. I've got to find an answer to this, or
she's gone."
     As they reached the den, Karen said, "Isn't there anything
at all we can do?"
     "Not that I've found. But I'm still not done with this book
yet, and Lars thinks there's something in here that'll help. I've
uncovered some stuff that I didn't know so far, some minor
abilities I hadn't known about."
     "Speaking of unknown abilities," Lars replied, "Karen and I
have discovered something quite unusual." For the next few
minutes, Lars and Karen outlined their new connection.
     "Interesting. Do you have any idea why this happened?" Ron
asked.
     "No, I do not. Perhaps the Dragon's Heart might know, but
they are in conference now, and have asked not to be disturbed
for a day or two."
     "Well, it is perhaps something that will become useful later
on. I need to get back to reading this book now. Feel free to
roam the house. If you've got questions, ask Karen, okay?"
     "Sure thing. Let me know if you need to know anything about
what's in the book."
     Ron spent hours going through the material in the book. He
was giving himself a headache, studying so hard. It felt like he
was cramming for a final exam in school. He reflected on that as
he went into the restroom to splash some water on his face. In a
way, I am. And the price for failing this exam is pretty damned
high.
     Megan was waiting for him as he stepped out of the restroom.
"Sir, I'm sorry I let that man in. He told me-"
     Ron stopped her with a gesture. "I understand, Megan. You
didn't really have a choice. It's not a problem."
     The relief on her face was evident. "Thank you, Master. By
the way, there is a phone call for you, someone named Jeff
Durant."
     "Jeff... Oh! Okay. I'll take it in the study." He entered
his study and grabbed the phone. "Hey, Jeff! What can I do for
you?... Oh? Okay, I can take some time now. Where?... I'll be
there." Ron called Megan as he hung up the phone. "Megan, I've
got to go out for a while. I'll be back in a couple of hours."
     "So what's the problem?" Ron said with a chuckle.
     "What do you mean, `What's the problem'?" Jeff demanded.
"She wants to be a slave, for chrissakes!"
     Ron reflected that his tone sounded very familiar. As did
the situation, though he was on the other end of it now. But now
there were complications, and problems to consider.
     "Look, as a CAMP representative, this is not my problem,
okay? You've been to the new CAMP orientation, right?"
     "Yeah, over Spring Break. Lots of fun, but it doesn't help
me now."
     "But my point is that we told you then, we can't get
involved where a normal is concerned." And a very pretty normal
she was, sitting over in the corner, head bowed, not speaking or
even looking in their direction. Her skirt flowed to her knees,
and her blouse covered everything. Her clothing was very proper,
and Ron wondered if she was a catholic girl.
     "But what do I do about her?" Jeff grumbled.
     "Do you want her?"
     "Well. yes, I think so."
     "Then take her. But, I have to warn you, and this is
something my advisor never told me, once you've taken her, she is
your responsibility. Not that CAMP is going to come check up on
you and how you're treating her, but if anything bad happens to
her, you're going to feel like shit. Trust me." The look in Ron's
eyes spoke volumes.
     "Look, I'm asking you, not as a CAMP representative, but
just as another guy who has this thing in his head: what would
you do?"
     "At this point in time, I can't say what I'd do, knowing
what I know. Look, there are changes coming, and there's trouble
coming. Can you protect her and yourself? Does it matter to you?
Ask yourself how you'd feel if she was dead because of you. If
you can't live with that, you'd better set her free, because the
shit is very shortly going to hit the fan, and any normals who
get caught in the crossfire are going to be toast. I won't tell
you `no'. I won't even say that I wouldn't take her if I were
you. I'm just telling you to think it over."
     Jeff was shaken. "Just what kind of trouble is coming, and
why haven't you guys said anything before?"
     "Because some shit-for-brains on the Committee thinks it
would panic the psionic community. Look, there are other psionic
organizations out there. Not all of them like us. Some of them
are downright hostile. There's a war coming, and it's going to be
like nothing you've ever seen. I'd advise you to practice and
prepare yourself just as fast and as hard as you can. Maybe the
girl can help you with that. That's a judgment call on your part.
I can't tell you what to do here, I'm second-guessing every
damned decision I have to make."
     "Well, thanks, man. You didn't have to tell me about all
that. How serious is the danger?"
     "I've lost one in my household already. Another is so afraid
she won't live in the same house with me anymore. I'll tell you
what, anyone who thinks this `Ability' shit is a blessing, just
doesn't know what's going on. Life sucks."
     After some further conversation, Ron and Jeff went their
separate ways. Jeff promised to stop by to see Ron, to get more
training, and to talk about the coming crisis.
     Good luck, man. I hope we can all make it through the next
year.
     As Ron was driving home, he sank into a bit of a depression.
I've had this Ability for three years, and, with the exception of
living with a bunch of beautiful women, it has caused me an
endless amount of grief. I tell you what, there are days when I
wish I'd never got this stupid thing.
     As he was driving along, Ron noticed a woman being chased
into an alley by two punks. He debated whether to do anything
about it. Does it really matter? She'll probably be worse off
when the Russians come. His truck slid around in a 180 as he came
to a decision. Yes, it does matter, dammit! If for no other
reason than what it would make me if I ignore it.
     By the time he'd gotten the truck back to the alley, the two
thugs already had the woman naked. As Ron stepped from the truck,
one of the men slapped her to try to silence her screams. No one
else in the neighborhood was coming to her rescue, and Ron heard
no sirens.
     "Shut up, bitch!" one man said, "Or I'll cut ya before I
fuck ya!" He waved his switchblade in front of her face. Her
screaming trailed off momentarily, until the other man stuck his
hand in her cunt.
     The man with the knife was about to shout her down again
when Ron walked up behind him, grabbed hold of his head, and in a
classic martial arts move, twisted his head violently to the
right until he heard a satisfying snap! The other man, seeing
what had happened to his partner, fumbled for whatever weapon he
was carrying. Ron reached out with his mind into the other man's
brain, and short circuited the neurons controlling his heart and
lungs. The man dropped like a rag doll, not yet dead, but
completely unable to move. You want to live like barbarians, you
die like barbarians.
     Ron turned to the woman, who was now clinging to the
remaining tatters of her clothes. They did nothing to hide her
admittedly pretty body. Ron took off his jacket and wrapped it
around her. She sobbed into his shoulder as he led her to his
truck. When they got there, he paused. "Do you have a car here?
Or a friend who can take you home?" She shook her head no, and
huddled against him.
     He opened the passenger door and helped her into the truck.
After he got in and started driving, he searched her mind for
where she lived. He let her ride on in silence.
     When they pulled into her driveway, she looked surprised.
"How did you." Then she saw the look in his eyes. It wasn't a
scary look, just the sort of look that you associate with. power.
     "Do you need help getting to the door?"
     "I lost my keys, I don't have any way to get in," she
answered meekly.
     "The door is open, you don't have to worry about that. You
can keep the jacket, I have another one."
     "Thank you," she said, stepping out of the truck. She looked
back at him one last time, and felt a twinge in her mind. She
worried for a second, but he just smiled politely at her. She
walked up to her door, and into her house as Ron pulled out of
the driveway.
     That's right. Protecting people is what it's all about.
Forget what I have to go through. Forget what just my family is
going through. If we don't win, the entire country isn't going to
be worth shit on a cracker. Thank you, Jenna Marie Calverson, for
reminding me what the fuck I'm fighting for.
     Ron returned home feeling better and more energized than he
had in a long time. He resolved to find a solution to Kumiko's
troubles quickly, so that he could begin preparing to defend
against the coming trouble.
     He sat down in his library and began reading the book again,
from the beginning. He read nonstop, not bothering with dinner,
not bothering to rest at all.
     Finally, he found it.
     He'd missed it the first time through. Or, more accurately,
he hadn't gotten the idea of it when he'd read it the first time.
Would it work? Maybe. But maybe was a damn sight better than no,
and no is what he'd had up until now. He set the book down to
think clearly. What will I need to make this work? Well, I'm
going to need the Guardians, that's for sure. And maybe even
those Centurions that Callista talked about. I'll definitely need
Karen, to watch over Kumiko, and I'll probably need Lars, for his
experience with demons, and his knowledge of these techniques.
Oh, yes, and one more thing: a whole shitload full of good luck.
     Ron was elated. He had a possibility of a plan. He felt
invigorated. But, he also felt hungry. It was eleven o'clock at
night, and he hadn't eaten for hours. He stopped off in the
kitchen to make himself a light meal, slapping together a
sandwich and some chips. As he ate, he listened to the silence of
the house. It was strange that the house would be so quiet. He
didn't know why it felt odd, but it just seemed that something
was missing. Before he allowed it to bother him, he dismissed it
as just a negative thought trying to ruin his mood. He finished
his dinner staring at the fish in the hallway aquarium, letting
his mind shut down a little from the days activities.
     Cleaning up his mess, he headed upstairs. He looked into
each room, both with his eyes and mind, to make sure everyone was
comfortable. Nancy slept soundly, her head buried in the covers.
Linda tossed fitfully, in the throes of a bad dream. Ron wormed
his way into her head, easing the dream, and she quieted. Karen
was not in her room. Ron searched the house mentally, slightly
alarmed, until he felt her presence in the lab. He wondered what
she was doing up so late, but dismissed it to her workaholic
nature. Lars was asleep, not dreaming at all. Megan was enjoying
an erotic dream, her covers thrown mostly off her body. Ron
smiled and moved on. Nikki rested comfortably in her own room,
dreaming of summer days. Kumiko was resting peacefully for the
moment. Dr. Brown had put her under heavy sedation, but Ron
didn't like her to use it too much. Tonight, she had taken a full
dose, and her body cooperated by giving in. I guess even the
demon can't control her entire bodily reaction.
     He checked in on Sandra last. He watched her lying there
under the covers, her chest rising and falling in the slow rhythm
of her breath. She was lying on her back, her head turned to one
side, hair sprawled out on the pillow. Ron felt a deep sense of
love for this woman who had given him everything. For you, Mom. I
do all of this for you.
     She stirred on the bed, aware of someone watching her. She
looked to the doorway in some concern, but recognized the
silhouette she saw. "Ron? Is everything okay baby?"
     "Yeah, Mom," he said as he walked into the room and closed
the door. "Everything's fine." He had felt other feelings while
watching his mother, and since she was awake, it seemed like a
good time to act on them.
     Sandra sensed what Ron wanted, and simply waited in the bed
until he had undressed. With the door closed, she couldn't see
him, but she felt him slip onto the bed behind her. She was on
her side now, facing away from him. He slithered up against her
body, and ran his hand gently along her side. She shivered at his
touch, wishing for a firmer contact, pushing her ass back into
him.
     He ran his hand down to her hip, then back up, around her
front, allowing it to rest lightly on her breast. He began a
gentle fondling motion, slowly arousing his mother. She loved it
when he was like this, but it had been so long since they had
been together. So much tension, so much trouble was in their
lives now. She didn't want to think about it all, she just wanted
to enjoy the moment.
     She rolled into his embrace, and their lips touched. The
kisses were gentle but passionate, their love flowing freely
between them. Ron caressed his mother's ass as she stroked his
back, and they continued to kiss, allowing their tongues to play
across lips and teeth into the other's waiting mouth, to slip
quickly across the other's tongue, and then back into its own
territory.
     Sandra moved her hand down between them to feel Ron's cock.
It was pressing into her stomach, and was certainly ready to
play. She slid herself up on the bed, keeping his cock in her
grasp. She felt the tip of it at her love hole, and paused,
waiting just as long as she could to build the sexual tension
between them. Then, when neither of them could stand it, she slid
down and he pressed up, sliding him smoothly into her waiting
pussy. She moaned with the pleasure of it.
     Ron was feeling the luxurious warmth of his mother's cunt
once again. He had almost forgotten just how wonderful the
sensation was. He leaned down to suckle at her tit, running his
tongue around her nipple, and sucking it to hardness. Their
coupling was a slow, rhythmic movement, not allowing any
anxiousness or hurry into it.
     Sandra rolled Ron onto his back, keeping him inside her. She
said, "Take it easy, baby, let Mommy do the work." She had never
spoken to him this way, but it felt so right. And she could see
Ron relax, releasing the tension in his shoulders, his neck, and
his chest. She sat back onto him, shifting her weight onto her
knees. Once there, she paused, her only movement a small circular
motion to keep him fully aroused. Then, she slowly lifted herself
off him, until only the very tip of his cock was still inside
her. And, just as slowly, with almost painful patience, she
lowered herself back down his shaft. She kept this up for a long
time, never increasing the pace, just allowing enough movement to
keep them both quivering with sexual fervor.
     As her legs tired, Ron reached up to take hold of her waist.
She stopped, her pelvis in full contact with his, and he pulled
her down to him. Again they kissed, warmly, lovingly. He held her
as they rolled again, this time leaving him on top. Still
maintaining the kiss, he began stroking into her, almost as
slowly as she had been. They remained that way, kissing and
stroking, lifting their arousal higher, letting them both bleed
off the stress of their individual lives, and their family woes.
     Ron shifted again, until they were spooning, allowing him to
take her from behind. He reached around to massage her breasts,
and he began to move more quickly.
     Though Sandra would have liked the moment to last forever,
she knew that what they both needed was a release. As Ron pushed
into her, she thrust her ass back down onto him, allowing their
lovemaking to move into a faster pace. Their coupling grew
frenzied, but never hurried. They were enjoying each other, and
it added to their erotic pleasure.
     One final time they shifted, so that Sandra was on top,
facing away from Ron. He grabbed her around the waist, and she
used her legs to help him thrust deep into her. Sandra began
grunting out her pleasure, encouraging Ron to go deeper, faster,
harder.
     Ron wanted nothing more at that moment than for it all to
never end. At that moment, he was happy. He was both giving and
receiving pleasure, and it was good. But he knew it had to end,
so he wanted it to end as it had been: good. He thrust deeper
into his mother, feeling his cock ride along her ass crack as it
slid into her slit. His mother was meeting him thrust for thrust,
and they approached the peak of their joining.
     In the final moment, Ron thrust up into his mother, and she
plunged herself down onto his shaft. There, they froze, as he
shot his load deep into her womb. They moaned out their pleasure
as they rode the wave, allowing it to crest over them, and then
slowly drop them back down.
     When they finally had the energy, Sandra rolled softly onto
the bed. Ron's cock slid from her cunt, leaving him with a
chilled feeling. He slid up next to his mother and they cuddled.
She fell asleep in his arms, a secret little smile playing across
her face. I wonder what she's dreaming about? He thought. Oh,
well. it's not. important. And he quietly drifted off to sleep
himself.
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Chapter 3: The Enemy
     "I think you do have a chance at pulling this off, Ron, but
it is going to be quite risky. Do you truly understand, you have
a very limited window of time in which to make this work?" Lars,
Karen, and Linda were sitting with Ron as they discussed his plan
for saving Kumiko.
     "Yes, I understand that, but it's the only option we've got
left. Everyone says I can't beat Mordreon alone. The Guardians
are willing to help, but only if we have a plan that will work.
This is the best chance we've got. Hell, it's the only chance
we've got." Ron was pacing the room like a caged animal. Now that
he had a plan, he wanted to get after it. But, his first plan had
failed because he'd not considered it long enough, he was sure.
He could not afford for this plan to fail as well. As things were
going, Kumiko had maybe 2 weeks left, if that.
     "Can we do it, Ron? I mean, can we really beat him?" Karen
wondered.
     "No, Karen, we can't beat him. He's too goddamned strong for
that. But, hopefully we can trick him. The Guardians should be
able to beat him back after he's lost interest, but I can't
guarantee anything." After getting no response, Ron added, "So,
we're agreed? This is what we go with." There was consent in the
room. "Fine. Let's make this thing work. Linda, I need you to get
one of the bedrooms ready, I've written down everything you'll
need to do. I've got a task to perform."
     The group split up to get things ready for their mission.
That's exactly what it is, too. A mission. This is our last
chance at obtaining our objective, and we've got to make sure the
planning stages are all done right.
     But he had a short task to do first. He just couldn't leave
it alone.
     He pulled into the driveway and shut off the engine. He knew
she was home, though there was no sign of life in the house. He
walked up and rang the doorbell. It took a long time before the
door opened, and there she stood.
     "Yes? Oh, it's you. Did you come to get your jacket back?"
     "No, Ms. Calverson, I didn't." Ron handed her a card, which
she took, and looked at quizzically. She then looked back to him.
He explained, "In the near future, you may need a place of safety
or refuge. Go to the address on that card, and give it to
whomever opens the door. They will let you in, and protect you. I
cannot tell you more than that."
     She was stunned, and all she managed was, "But. why?"
     "Because as much as you needed me last night, I needed you.
To help me remember what it was all about. I know none of this
makes any sense to you. Someday, it will. I've taken as much of
your time as I should. Have a good evening, ma'am." Without
another word, Ron turned and walked back to his truck. Well,
that's out of the way. At least she should be safe when the
fighting starts.
     Ron returned home to find that preparations were well
underway.
     "I need to go back to the Spirit Realm. We've got to make
sure the Guardians will agree to this," Ron told Lars.
     "Would you like me to come with you?" he asked.
     "No, they don't know you, and I'm not sure how they'd react.
Besides, I'm going into friendly territory, I hope."
     "Good luck."
     Ron settled into a recliner, and leaned back. He settled his
mind with a breathing exercise, and focused on moving beyond the
body. As his mind began to float, he turned all his energy back
in upon itself, and suddenly found himself in the Plane of the
Watchers.
     "Hello, Master," Jessica said. Ron turned to see her, as
beautiful as ever. He opened his arms, and she came to him. They
stood like that for some time, until Ron realized that he didn't
really have time to waste.
     "Jess, I need to get back to Guardian Hall. We think we've
come up with a way to save Kumiko and the baby."
     Jessica nodded, and turned to lead the way. It was only a
short distance to Guardian Hall from where he had appeared.
     "Jess, why didn't I appear at the seashore? It's where you
had me leave from."
     "Master, the seashore is where the Watchers spend most of
their time. You can appear anywhere in the Plane. Most likely,
you appeared where you did, because that was where I was. Now
that you know the way, you can appear there anytime. Sir, we are
at the gate path. I am not allowed to go up there, so you must
leave me here. I will wait for you." She gave him a brief but
warm kiss, and then sat down upon a large rock.
     Ron turned and headed up the path. He was met at the gate by
a large guard. This was new to him.
     "Your name and business?" the guard demanded.
     "Ron Chaffey, I am here to see the Three Sisters. They
invited me to return."
     Though the guard gave him a very odd look, he summoned a
young girl to take him up to the Hall. The girl was very quiet,
and did not volunteer a conversation. Ron was lost in thought,
and so didn't really notice. Not until he had entered the Hall
and noticed the strained atmosphere, and the look on Calliope's
face, did he think something was amiss.
     "Ma'am? Is something wrong? Has something happened?"
     Calliope's face darkened with grief. "Yes, Ron. And I'm
trying very hard not to blame you for it. You see, Valeria and
Callista were taken by demons while they were out patrolling the
Spirit Realm. The demons were part of Mordreon's band. We can
only conclude that Mordreon is trying to dissuade us from helping
you."
     Calliope's pronouncement hit Ron like a hammer. He
staggered, and struggled to catch his breath. "How. how long? Why
didn't you have Jessica tell me?"
     "It's been two Earth days, which is nearly a year in our
time. I can only imagine the horrible, disgusting.." Calliope
broke off, tears running down her face. Ron wanted to go to her,
to comfort her, but she composed herself. "We thought to tell
you, but Jessica told us you were in the middle of devising a
plan to save your friend, Kumiko, and we didn't wish to distract
you further."
     "Damn it," Ron said. He sat in a nearby chair. His voice was
deathly quiet, but then he nearly shouted, "Damn it! Why is it
that everything I touch falls apart!" This time, it was Calliope
who went to Ron. She wrapped an arm around him until his mood
quieted. Ron felt a strangely warm attachment to this woman he
didn't know. Then something struck Ron. "You said Val and
Callista. what about Minerva?"
     "Minerva was not with them. She was still here, at Guardian
Hall. She is punishing herself for not being with her sisters. I
have been unable to get her to eat or sleep since it happened.
She flies into a rage anytime anyone comes near her. I fear the
situation is hopeless."
     "May I see her? I need to apologize. You were right to blame
me, this is my fault."
     Calliope led him down a hallway, and then another. She
pointed him to a door. "She's in there. I don't want to seem
cowardly, but I can't bear to see my daughter like that. Please,
help her!" The pleading in her eyes tore at Ron's heart. He
nodded, and headed for the door.
     The door was massive. It was carved with a battle scene,
with creatures Ron didn't even want to guess at. He thought to
knock, but knew instinctively that was not the right approach. He
quietly opened the door and walked in.
     Minerva was standing resolutely, staring out the window at
the sky. As he walked toward her, she showed no sign of noticing
him. Once he was within range, however, she turned and struck at
him wildly.
     "This is your fault!" she screamed. Ron ducked and twisted
away from her attacks. He couldn't dare hurt her, and he couldn't
find a way to stop her until she'd vented on him. She swung on
him repeatedly, missing in her blind rage, screaming epithets and
telling him what she thought of him, and humans in general.
     Eventually, the rage started to burn itself out. Ron had
stood and taken the abuse, partly because he agreed with her
assessment of blame, but mostly because he knew she needed to
lash out at something, anything. As she stood there, beating
against his chest, he quietly reached up and grabbed her hands.
He pulled her hands together and up, holding them against his
chest, so she would look him in the eyes. The hurt he saw there
was enough to break his heart. But he had to get her back to a
better frame of mind first.
     "So, it's my fault. Okay, so what? Does that fix things?
You've been standing here for a year, blaming me. Has that
accomplished anything? No, it hasn't. Your sisters, my friends,
are in trouble. What are we going to do about it?" He saw the
defiance flare in her eyes. Good.
     "What did you expect me to do, go up against Mordreon
alone?"
     "There are who-knows how many Guardians in this place. Take
some troops and go get them!"
     "I can't. A decision like that has to be made by the
Judges."
     "And?" Ron prompted.
     "And what? They have not made a decision like that in eons.
Why would they risk that kind of trouble for my sisters?"
     "Did you bother to ask?" He didn't let her answer when he
saw the look in her eyes. "I didn't think so. Never assume the
worst, or that's exactly what you'll get. I learned that lesson
the hard way. Can anyone ask the Judges?"
     "Yes, but it's a very formal thing. You've got to know the
rules, and the procedures, and. and I don't know them." She began
sobbing against his chest. Now was time for support.
     "Can we learn them?" he asked kindly.
     "There are books," she sobbed, "But it will take too long to
memorize it all." Her entire body was shaking now.
     "Not for me, it won't," he said, "It's a skill I've
mastered. It will only take me as long to learn it as it will to
read it. We've got to try."
     Minerva looked up at him, her eyes rimmed with tears, but
with a glimmer of hope. "Do you really think. do we have a
chance?"
     "There's always a chance, Minerva. You can't ever give up
trying. Once you've given up trying, there's no chance at all.
Until then, there's always some hope of success."
     She melted against him, and he let go of her hands. She
wrapped her arms around him in a warm embrace. Again she looked
up at him, with a look he had long come to recognize.
     She led him over to her bed. It was very Spartan, very much
less decorated than the room he had first been brought to. As she
walked, she undid the sash around her, and dropped it to the
floor. Upon reaching the bed, she turned to him, her robe
unfastened.
     "It was unfair of me, of us, to blame you for this. After
all, we brought you here, you didn't ask to come. It is the noon
hour, so the books we need are not available just now. Please,
lie with me, and let me apologize properly."
     Though Ron was a little dismayed by the formality of her
statement, her body had most of his attention. Her robe wasn't
open very far, and so revealed nothing, but his imagination was
filling in most of the details. He embraced her, and she tilted
her head up to meet his mouth. As their lips touched, Ron reached
inside her robe at waist level. He moved his hands around to her
ass, and pulled her gently to him. Once again, her body melted
into his. Ron slowly edged his hands up and to the sides, parting
her robe away from her body. As his hands reached her shoulders,
she shrugged the garment off, allowing it to fall to the ground.
The young woman was now completely nude, but Ron was still fully
dressed. This would soon change, however.
     Minerva broke the kiss, and pulled Ron's T-shirt off him.
She worked her way down his chest, kissing and nipping the flesh
as she went. When she reached his nipples, she tongued each one
extensively, setting Ron all a-tingle with pleasure. She
continued on down, past his navel, until she got to his belt. She
unfastened his belt and pants, and pushed them down and off his
legs. She took more careful hold of his briefs, and slowly peeled
these off his body. Now they were both nude, and Minerva took
Ron's dick gently in hand. She blew a warm breath over its
length, watching it twitch and lengthen. She flicked her tongue
gently along the underside of his shaft, seeing it stiffen as she
played. She placed sloppy kisses from the base all the way up the
shaft until she reached the head of his dick. Then she engulfed
him, all the way down her throat, full length until her nose was
buried in his pubic hairs.
     Ron was in so much pleasure it was painful. Minerva began
sucking him off with all her strength. She eased him out of her
mouth slowly, and then plunged him back in to the full depth. Ron
was shuddering with the ecstasy of it. He rested his hands
lightly on her head, but she needed no encouragement, she was
fully into what she was doing.
     Minerva continued this treatment for some time, Ron doing
his best to hold off his impending blow. But he just wasn't able,
and finally he spurted his load down her throat, and she took it
all, and kept sucking, as if to find more.
     When she finally pulled off him, he was fully hard once
more. She stood up, took one long look at his rock hard cock, and
then she jumped onto him, wrapping her arms and legs around him.
His cock was nestled in her pussy fur, ready to enter her. She
said, "Enough with the formal crap. Fuck me, dammit!"
     Ron reached down, and adjusted himself so his dick was
properly positioned. Then Minerva allowed herself to sink onto
his rod. She let out a loud "Ohhhhh!" as her body fully engulfed
his member. Ron staggered over to the bed, and dropped down onto
it, Minerva still wrapped tightly around him. He started humping
into her, pumping himself in and out of her warm, tight hole as
fast as he could.
     Minerva was screaming and thrashing in the pleasure of the
moment. She pushed him to higher and higher levels, with her
voice and with her body. Suddenly, her body exploded in orgasm,
her voice resounding through the room as she shrieked her climax.
Ron held on for dear life, and kept pounding away, extending her
orgasm as long as he could.
     Once she started to come down from her peak, she looked at
him lustfully, and kissed him hard on the mouth. Once they broke
the kiss, she said, "I want you in my ass. Now."
     Ron pulled himself out of her, and flipped her over roughly.
He positioned himself at her rosebud, and started to press in
slowly. He was too slow for her, however, and she began to push
back as hard as she could. Very quickly, Ron was fully buried in
her ass, his stomach resting against her asscheeks.
     "Fuck my ass, you stud! Fuck me good!" Minerva growled, like
a cat in heat. Ron began rutting into her ass, moving in and out
as fast as his body would take him. He reached up and grasped her
tits, mauling them as he fucked her ass.
     He was not far from his own orgasm this way, and she was
quickly approaching another. He took hold of her nipples and
twisted lightly, sending a twinge of pain and pleasure through
her body. It was enough to send her over the edge, and once again
her shrieks of pleasure filled the room. Her ass clamped down on
his prick, and that was enough for him. He shot his full load
deep into her ass.
     They were both exhausted when they came down, so they lied
down on the bed for some rest. They both fell asleep, resting in
each other's arms.
     "These books read like. well like law books, I suppose," Ron
said, chuckling. "Of course, that's exactly what they are, so I
don't see why I'm surprised." He'd been reading for the better
part of two Spirit days, and was almost through the information
he needed to have to confront the Judges.
     "Yes, but you'd better make sure you get the formalities
right, otherwise they won't even listen to you," Minerva warned.
She'd been with him for the entire two days, passing him books to
read, and pointing out the relevant passages. "A Guardian hasn't
been in front of the Judges to make this kind of request in my
lifetime, which is a pretty long time."
     "Well, I think I have the procedures down. I'm looking for.
`arguments for the prosecution', I think it would be called. I'm
looking for stuff that will convince them we're right."
     She passed him another book. "This is the only book on demon
law we have." It was a very small book. "There aren't very many
rules that demons will follow."
     Ron glanced through it quickly, looking for sections that
might apply. "Ah-ha! Found it!" He read through the section
speedily, and then went back and studied it carefully, memorizing
every word. Then he turned to Minerva. "I think we're ready. How
do we get to the court, anyway?"
     "We walk, how else?" She smiled at him. "Come on, let's go
get Mother. She'll want to go with us."
     They entered the great hallway of the Council of Judges.
Standing before them was a massive Spirit, nine feet tall.
     "He's a Centurion," Minerva whispered. "He guards the
Council. You'll have to start by telling him your business."
     The guard stared down at the three of them expectantly. Ron
stood erect and said, "Ronald Chaffey, representative of the
Guardian Society and the Earth Realm, requests an audience with
the Council of Judges to discuss an issue of importance to both
Earth, and the Guardians. Will you please inform them that we are
here?"
     The guard was unimpressed. "Wait here," he said, his voice
booming through the hall. He walked off, leaving them standing
alone. They said nothing as they waited, all of them too nervous
to talk or joke.
     When the guard returned, he was accompanied by a much less
imposing individual. "Hello, my name is Jarvis. I understand you
wish to see the Judges. May I ask what the issue to be brought
before the court is concerning?" The man had a sniveling
expression, and walked quickly and quietly, shoulders slightly
hunched. He reminded Ron of a mouse.
     "I wish to discuss with the Judges. An act of war." Ron was
gratified to see the terrified look on the man's face.
     "Oh! Please, come this way."
     As they walked , Calliope put her hand on Ron's arm to get
his attention. Seeing the questioning look on her face, he gave
her a reassuring smile and a wink. She shrugged, and they
continued to walk.
     Jarvis led them to a set of double doors, closed and guarded
by two more Centurions. The Centurions parted at Jarvis'
approach, and pulled the doors open. The four of them entered the
Council Chamber.
     Jarvis drew himself up as straight as he could as he
announced, "Your Honors, there appears before you a
representative of the Earth Realm who wishes to speak with you
about." Here, Jarvis' voice stumbled. He cleared his throat, and
continued shakily, "About an act of war."
     The Judge in the center of the large bench before them
spoke, his voice sonorous and clear. "Let him speak."
     Jarvis quickly motioned them forward as he disappeared into
a corner to be away from them all.
     Ron stepped up, glanced at his two companions, and, seeing
their support, began his speech.
     "Your Honors, my name is Ronald Chaffey. I come before you
as a representative of the Earth Realm, and the Society of
Guardian Hall. I come before you today to speak of a most serious
matter, committed by a band of demons against the Earth, and
Guardian Hall. This act was the kidnapping of two prominent
Guardians, known to you as Valeria and Callista Calliopis. These
individuals, while performing their normal duties, were abducted
by a group of demons under the leadership of Mordreon, an eighth
level demon presently affecting the Earth Realm.
     "The request being made of the Council at this time is that
your Honors would release the Centurions and the Guardians to
assault the stronghold of Mordreon in the Demon Realm, and to
rescue our comrades, Valeria and Callista. I know that the
Council will not make such a decision lightly, or in haste, so
let me please outline for you why we believe that this is the
proper course of action at this time.
     "First, the rule of law states that an armed assault may be
used to remove a destabilizing influence to the Realms, either
Earth or otherwise. Your Honors, in that these two individuals
are great supporters of the Earth Realm, and have invested a
great deal of energy into protecting its positive course,
anything that bars them from continuing their work by its very
nature destabilizes the Realm. Further, as I have been told that
I am an important part of the future of Earth Realm, I must speak
for myself. I consider these two individuals friends, and, as
such, I feel compelled to rescue them at any cost. Since I would
certainly be destroyed in such an attempt, and my destruction
would be a serious disruption to the stability of Earth Realm, I
ask you to consider this in your decision.
     "Second, the law states that anything having a severe
negative impact on the Earth Realm directly is liable to a
forceful resolution. As I have pointed out already, these
individuals were staunch protectors of the Earth Realm, and there
is serious negative impact being done simply by their absence. We
cannot know how many humans have already been harmed by their
absence over what has been only two Earth days. I would remind
you, respectfully, that you have an obligation to the positive
course of the Earth Realm, and that this affront has caused a
serious negative turn.
     "Further, the law states that any action that causes a
severe negative impact on any Spirit Society requires a forceful
response. Your Honors, if you had been to Guardian Hall in the
last Spirit Year, you would have seen how distraught their
society is. You would have noticed the increased vigilance, the
overwhelming security precautions they have been forced to take.
The very nature of the Guardians' task requires an optimistic
outlook, and this has been severely damaged by the loss of their
two comrades. In the name of the Society of Guardian Hall, I am
stating a formal request for assistance at this time.
     "Continuing, it should be pointed out that, by holding these
two Guardians for an extended period of time, which the law
states as any longer than two Spirit Days, the Mordreon band has
broken Spirit Law. Valeria and Callista have been held for an
entire Spirit Year, your Honors! That is nearly 200 times as long
as the law allows for. Since the order of any society is kept
together not only by its laws, but by the enforcement of those
laws, it behooves us to take action in the upholding of this law.
     "It should also be noted, your Honors, that, by taking
prisoners in any form of battle or contest, the Mordreon band has
executed an act of war, as established by the code of the Demon
Rules, section 12, which states that under no circumstances are
prisoners to be taken and held captive, but are to be destroyed
or driven off in any hostile action or unprovoked attack. Your
Honors, the Demons have disdained your authority, and have chosen
even to ignore their own rules in attacking the Guardian Society
in such a cowardly manner. Since they have chosen to conduct an
act of war, it is only appropriate and right for us to respond in
kind. I would ask again for your permission to send forth the
Centurions and Guardians to take this matter in hand.
     "Finally, your Honors, and I know your time is valuable, so
I will take very little more of it, I would ask you to consider
one last point. According to the book of Spirit Law, the job of
the Council of Judges is to preside over the positive flow of
events in all of the Realms. The Earth Realm, The After Realms,
and, of course, the Spirit Realm. Your Honors, how can you, as
fair and honest guarantors of justice, attempt to preside over
the positive flow of these other realms, when there is a serious
negative flow in your own? I mean no disrespect by this, I only
intend to show you how inequitable the present situation is, so
that you may have all the facts before you as you make your
decision.
     "Your Honors, as the representative of the Earth Realm, and
the Society of Guardian Hall, I thank you for your time, and we
await your judgment."
     Ron stepped down off the speaking platform, but remained
beside it in the event of questions. There were none, so he
returned to his seat. The central Judge intoned, "Thank you, Mr.
Chaffey, for your passion and your eloquence. This Council will
recess to chambers to discuss the issues before us. Please wait
here for our return. Jarvis will provide you with refreshment, if
you so desire. Court in recess." The Judges rose silently, and
walked to the side door leading to chambers. None of them looked
at him as they left, which caused Ron to worry.
     "It was a great speech," Calliope said.
     "But was it enough?" Ron responded.
     "We'll have to wait and see."
     They waited for only a short time, before a young lady
approached them. "Mr. Chaffey? The Judges would like to see you
in chambers, please."
     Ron looked to his companions. There had been nothing in the
law books about this. Calliope said, "I don't know what they
want, Ron, but it's best not to keep them waiting."
     Ron followed the lady through the side door into the Judges
Chamber. There, all the Judges were seated at a table, a little
less formally than they had been in the Council room. The head
justice spoke up.
     "Mr. Chaffey, please sit down. Would you like some
refreshment?" Ron indicated that he did not, so the Judge
continued, "It is very unusual for a human to make a request of
the Judges. Actually, anymore it is unusual of anyone to make a
request. I think sometimes that we have been ruling too long.
Anyway, that is neither here nor there. We had a couple of
questions, of a more personal nature, to ask you, and we didn't
want you to be hindered by the presence of others."
     "I appreciate the thought, your Honor. What would you like
to know?" Ron replied.
     "How long have you known about this problem with Callista
and Valeria?"
     "Two. no, three Spirit Days, sir."
     "Really? You learned the full formality of the request
procedure in just that short a time? Impressive. But tell me, why
do you really care what happens to those two?"
     "Well, sir, there are two reasons. First of all, they saved
my life just a short time ago, and I consider them friends. Also,
It was they who promised me the help of the Guardians in saving a
young lady's life from this demon, Mordreon. Oh, and one more
thing, sir, is that Mordreon would not have bothered with them if
it had not been for me, so I feel extremely responsible for the
position they are in."
     "I see," said the head justice, "Well. Ron, I'll be honest
with you. Until forty-five minutes ago, the Council knew nothing
of this problem. Had it been presented to us as early as nine
months ago, we would have responded favorably to a request for
assistance. To have it brought to us by a human tells us that we
are woefully out of touch with the Spirit Realm. For that piece
of information more than any other, we owe you a debt. We have
sent two scouts to find out where they are holding Val and
Callie, and we will see what strength of force must be fought. I
assume you will want to go with the assault force?"
     "If that is permitted, sir."
     "Normally, it is not. However, we are going to make an
exception in your case, because you have a vested interest in the
outcome. Also, you may be of some help in leading the ladies away
from the battle. You will take orders from the Centurions,
however. Is that understood?" The voice was stern, and not to be
argued with.
     "Yes sir. My only interest is in the safety of those two
girls. To that end, I will do whatever your warriors tell me to."
     "Very good. Go join your friends in the chamber. We will
come out to you when we have the scouts' report."
     Ron was led out of the chamber and back to his waiting
companions.
     "What did they say?" Minerva asked. Ron could see that
Calliope was just as anxious to know.
     "Well, they said they've sent some scouts to find where Val
and Callista are. It looks like it's a go." Amid their smiles,
Ron decided not to tell them the other part of the conversation.
If the Judges wanted them to know that, they would tell the
Guardians themselves.
     After a couple hours, the Judges came back to the Council
Chamber. The demeanor of the Judges was returned to its somber
state. Ron wasn't sure if they'd received bad news, or if this
was just the way they looked when in an official role.
     "We call this court to order," intoned the Judge. "Mr.
Chaffey, would you and your companions take the podium, please?"
After they did so, the Judge continued, "Mr. Chaffey, I have sat
on this Council for longer than the United States has been in
existence. And in all my time, never has a human come before this
court. To have done so, and spoken so well and so succinctly to
plead your case speaks well of you, and your people. I would like
to enter official thanks into the record for bringing this matter
to our attention.
     "Calliope Sarenis, Minerva Calliopis, I tell you now that
this matter should have been brought before the court a long time
ago. As the ruling family of the Society of Guardian Hall, it is
your responsibility to lead your people. When you show a
reluctance. or even a fear to come before the Council, it
reflects rather poorly on us. However, in light of some of your
past dealings with this Council, I understand that you may have
felt that a negative response was a given. In light of that, I
will render no decision on this matter at all, but set it aside.
I ask that you consider more carefully your actions in the
future. You have chosen your spokesperson well: the lad is either
very well trained, or has a good heart. I choose to believe the
latter.
     "In the matter before this court, the Council has already
taken steps. A short time ago, a scouting party returned from
Demon Realm. The two sisters are alive, and all right, but
somewhat worse for the wear. They are guarded by twelve demons,
of a moderate strength.
     "The Council's decision, therefore, is this: We hereby order
the second brigade, Centurion battle force, to send out an
expedition of no less than 36 men. They will be accompanied by
Mr. Chaffey, who will serve in an observer's role only, unless
otherwise directed by the Centurion leader. Their only objective
is the safe recovery of the two Guardians aforementioned in the
plea before the court. Upon the safe extraction of the two
Guardians, the assault force is to return to the Centurion
Garrison, with the exception that Mr. Chaffey and the two ladies
may return directly to Guardian Hall. Mr. Chaffey, if you will
wait outside, you will be taken to the Centurion leader. Ladies,
I suggest you wish him luck. As for me, I don't think he needs
it. May the future favor you, Mr. Chaffey. This court is
adjourned."
     Ron was taken to meet the commander of the attack force. Ron
stared up at the nine-foot giant, glistening in his battle armor,
his sword sheathed at his left side, and some sort of staff
across his back. The man noticed Ron's discomfort, and quickly
sat down to be closer to eye level.
     "My name is Marius, I am colonel of the fourth column of the
second brigade of the Centurion battle force. I am told that you
are the human responsible for our mission."
     "Well, sir, I did bring the issue to the attention of the
Council, but it was ultimately their decision." Ron was horribly
intimidated by this man.
     "Aaah! Let's cut the crap, shall we? I know Valeria. She's a
damned fine fighter. Any mission aimed at saving her cute little
butt is just fine with me! So, have you any thoughts about how to
deal with this scenario?"
     "Sir, with all due respect, the only time I've fought a
demon, I had my head handed to me, so I don't think I'm the guy
to be asking for advice."
     Marius' laugh rolled out of his body. "Yes! Quite so. Oh,
humans are so much fun! Now I know what the Guardians get out of
their job. Well, come then, and we'll show you what we've cooked
up."
     Ron was flabbergasted at the mixture of the old and the new.
He was riding on. no doubt about it, it was a hover-chariot, self-
powered, but with no visible means of propulsion. Yet his
companion was wielding what was described as a lance. It didn't
look much like a lance, at least not the ones he'd seen in
cartoons, but the soldier with him had told him it was an energy
weapon, not intended to be used for actually striking an object.
     They were at the tail end of a formation of 50 such
chariots, just now entering the Demon Realm through the gateway
guarded by a full company of Centurions, fully geared and ready
for battle.
     "Are they our backup?" Ron shouted over the din of the
moving vehicles.
     "No," replied the soldier with him. "They guard that gate
permanently. They cannot leave that post unless they are relieved
by another company. The Demon Realm is a nasty place, and we
don't want their kind in the Centurion Garrison."
     They rode on in silence, his driver keeping in tight
formation with his comrades. As they approached the objective,
the column slowed, and spread out across a larger front. Finally,
the column stopped. The hover-chariot settled to the ground as
Marius approached.
     "Ron, the encampment is just over that rise. We intend to
make a frontal attack, across a wide front. If there are indeed
only 12 of them, they will be very preoccupied with us. You and
Buran here will slip around behind them, and find our friends.
Once you've got them untied, get them into the chariot, and get
the hell out of Dodge, understood?"
     "Yes sir!" They both chimed.
     "Good. Buran, when you're halfway to the gate, let off a
signal burst, and we'll disengage. We'll keep them from following
you back. Good luck!"" Marius snapped a salute, which Buran
returned. Then Marius strode off to his chariot, while Buran
moved them off to the left end of the line.
     Marius gave the signal, and the line of chariots roared into
life, riding over the ridge like a cavalry charge of old. Ron
watched in fascination as the demons came out to fight, quickly
finding cover from the bursts from the energy lances.
     "I count about twenty demons, Buran!" cried Ron.
     "Twenty, a thousand, it doesn't matter at this point!" he
shouted back, racing the chariot over the rocky ground, moving to
get around the formation without being seen.
     Marius crouched behind the protective framework of his
chariot. The demons were using grenades, which he had not been
ready for. He didn't expect them to be so well armed. To his
right, Vernon rose, fired, and fell, a large hole punched in his
chest from a burst from a small energy cannon. My God! Where the
hell did they get that from? He moved his right flank forward
cautiously, hoping to pull the demons' attention away from his
left side, where Ron and Buran were just now moving past his
line.
     "Fuck!" bellowed Buran. "Where in all the After Realms did
they get THAT?" He pushed the throttle on his chariot to full
power, accelerating so fast that Ron nearly lost his balance.
     "Michael! Jeremiah! Lob. NOW!" ordered Marius. His two
mortars launched an amazing blast of plasma into the middle of
the demons. Three fell to the ground, wounded or dead. Two more
jumped clear of the blast. The rest just kept firing. More
grenades fell into the midst of the Centurions. And more
Centurions kept falling.
     Ron and Buran reached the back of the demon camp. "I cannot
see anything, Ron," Buran said. "One of us will need to move
forward while the other covers him from here."
     "Let me go, Buran." Upon seeing the look Buran gave him, he
said, "I'm smaller than you. They're less likely to see me. Plus,
you're likely a better shot with that damned thing than I'd be."
     "Okay, GO!" Buran yelled. Ron raced forward, sprinting from
tree to bush to rock, moving steadily forward, all the time
praying that he wouldn't be seen.
     Marius saw his opening. "Left flank forward!" He'd seen
Buran and Ron head past some time ago, and knew it was now time
to keep the enemy's attention focused forward.
     Ron was now at the edge of the clear area. He crept slowly
around the perimeter, trying to find the two girls. Finally, he
saw them, shackled against a stone wall, their legs had to be
cramping. Even spirits have got to get tired after a while. He
gave a signal to Buran, and moved out carefully.
     Marius' troops had closed to half the distance they'd
started at. He was down to 35 troops, though, and that wasn't
good. Come on, you two. Let's get this over with!
     Neither girl had their eyes open when Ron got to them. He
immediately felt for a pulse, then felt foolish. Do spirits have
a pulse? He was surprised to find that he did, indeed, feel a
pulse. As he touched her, Callista stirred. She opened her eyes
as Ron looked at her chains.
     "Ron! My God, what are you doing here?" Then she heard the
battle raging in the background. "What's going on?"
     "You didn't think I was going to leave you here to rot, did
you?" Ron said.
     Callista shared a look with Valeria, who was now awake also.
     "We'd almost lost hope, but I knew you'd find a way,"
Valeria said.
     "Yeah, well I came as soon as I knew about it. You know,
you've only been here a little over two Earth days. It's a good
thing I showed up when I did." His voice was strained as he tried
to pry the shackles off them. He focused his mental energy on
them and, with some effort, managed to get Callista's hands
loose, at which point she gave him a furious hug.
     As Callista let him go to free her feet, he spotted Buran
behind him. "Maybe this will be faster," Buran said, removing his
sword. Ron could see the energy pulsing through the blade, and
Buran merely flicked it against Valeria's shackles and they fell
apart. Ron finished freeing Callista, who fell against him as she
had to support her own weight.
     "Buran, can you carry Val?" Buran nodded, and nearly flung
her over his shoulder. Ron lifted Callista into his arms, and
then ran for the hover-chariot.
     "Charge! Full Frontal Assault!" screamed Marius, urging his
men forward. They had reached the compound. He had only 30 men
left now. But the demons only had 5, and were falling back
quickly.
     Buran was racing the chariot at breakneck speed back towards
the gate to the Centurion Garrison. He slowed down only
momentarily to fire off a blinding burst of energy into the sky,
then revved his speed back to maximum.
     "Okay, troopers! Fall back! Fighting retreat! Move, move,
move!" Marius and his team ran back for their chariots. Two more
demons lay dead, but there were now only 23 Centurions. The
demons pursued them to the edge of the compound, but, not knowing
their prize had been stolen, they didn't follow.
     "They'll be after us soon enough. Rear flank, keep your eyes
open! Full speed! Back to the Garrison!" The chariots roared over
the rise, out onto flat ground, tearing up the distance to the
gate.
     Buran and Ron waited for the returning force at the gate.
The two girls slept in the chariot, exhausted from their ordeal.
The company of troops around them tensed at the sound of
approaching engines, but relaxed when they saw who was at the
front.
     Marius came over to Ron after reaching the gate.
     "Did we win?" asked Marius.
     "See for yourself, sir," replied Ron, gesturing into the
chariot. Marius leaned over and looked in.
     "Indeed we did. Good work, Ron!"
     "Sir, I'd like to thank you and your men for this. You lost
a lot of men out there, for just two women. I'm not sure how
that's fair."
     "Son, we're Centurions. Nothing makes us happier than to die
in battle. Dying to save a Guardian, well. legends will be
written about those who fell today. Buran," he turned to the
soldier. "Take these three back to Guardian Hall. After that, get
yourself a shower and some rest. We've all earned it today."
     There was a small crowd gathered as the chariot pulled up to
the Guardian Hall main gate. Dozens of Guardians cheered the
return of their comrades, and their hero, Ron. The two ladies
were helped out of the chariot by a slew of people, but when it
was obvious that they needed to rest, and weren't up to such a
gathering, the crowd quickly backed away, allowing them the space
they needed. Each in turn embraced their mother, and then took
the arm of another Guardian to help them off to rest. Calliope
and Minerva remained, waiting for Ron to climb down. He turned to
Buran.
     "Great work out there, man. Glad to have you, all of you,
along on this one."
     Buran bowed slightly. "Always here to serve. And you didn't
do half bad yourself. Now, I really need a shower, so why don't
you go take care of the ladies who are waiting for you, hmm?"
Buran gave him a smile and a wink, and Ron shook his head
ruefully as he clambered down off the chariot. He waved as Buran
pulled away.
     "You don't look too banged up, I guess," Calliope said.
     "I had the easy part," Ron replied. "The Centurions did all
the work. I hope those two are going to be okay."
     "There's an old saying in Guardian Hall. `If you make it
back from the battle, you'll live.' They're here thanks to you,
Ron." Calliope's voice left her. Minerva, who had been quiet to
this point, merely gave him a fierce hug, a soft kiss, and then
turned to go where her sisters had gone.
     Calliope regained her voice. "Minerva's still a little
shaken. Now she blames herself for not having the courage to go
to the Council herself. And I, too, should have done it. Thank
you, Ron, for showing us the way." They were walking towards the
Hall, and entered just as a rain shower began. "Uh-oh. Looks like
a heavy one today. We get occasionally heavy storms of rain here.
It keeps the plants healthy, but it gets us soaked. Come on in
and take a rest before you head home."
     Ron and Calliope retired to a small sitting room. Ron
revealed what he had been thinking since she had thanked him.
"You know, I didn't exactly help them entirely out of the
goodness of my heart. I have my own problem, and I need them to
help me with it. Without them, I don't think I can do it. Or, at
least without someone to convince the other Guardians to help
me."
     Calliope rose and went to the window, staring out at the
rain pouring from the sky. "I don't think you'll have any trouble
finding volunteers now, Ron. Do you think any Guardian doubts
your motives? Not very damned likely. Besides," she said, closing
the curtains and turning to him in the now dimly lit room,
"You're forgetting that I'm still here. I have more authority
than they do." She had moved over beside him, and settled onto
the sofa, facing him, only an arm's length away.
     "Yes, ma'am, but-" she stopped him.
     "My name is Calliope. If you're going to call everyone here
who is older than you `ma'am', you'd better start calling
everyone that." She chuckled at his bemused expression.
     "Okay, Calliope. What I was going to say is that, well. I
guess they have more of a connection with me. For all the reasons
you know about already."
     "Yes, I do know. And you know what else I know?" He shook
his head. "I know that it is unfair for them to have all the
fun." She slid over to him, pressing her warm, soft body up
against his. She kissed him urgently, her tongue forcing its way
into his mouth, swirling and twitching, and then she sucked his
tongue into her mouth, encouraging him to explore.
     She had pressed him back against the sofa. He could barely
move, not that he wanted to get away. This woman was hot, and she
was also beautiful. Her blonde hair spilled over her shoulders
and down her back. Her large, soft breasts pressed into his
chest, the nipples burning little points into him. Her strong
legs rested on either side of him, her crotch a pool of warmth in
his lap.
     She broke the kiss long enough to pull his shirt off of him.
She loosened the ties on her robe, but did not pull it off. Her
mouth re-engaged his as her hands worked at his belt and pants.
Once she had his pants fully undone, she rubbed her robe-covered
pussy up and down his crotch, getting him fully hard. Once she
felt he was ready, she pulled his dick out of his briefs, holding
him firmly in her hand. With her other hand, she lifted her robe
up out of the way, and impaled herself on his cock. She let her
robe fall back down, covering their joining.
     Ron regained enough of his senses to reach up to her tits,
and knead them gently, feeling her nipples pressing into his
palms. She started moving herself on his dick, sliding faster and
faster as her excitement grew. Soon her movements were so great
that remaining liplocked was impossible. Ron engaged a tit
instead, sucking on her nipple until it was rock-hard. He
switched to the other nipple as she continued to ride him,
bucking furiously in his lap. He started bucking back up at her,
and she grew even more frantic, moaning out her lust for him.
     Very soon, her body was wracked with pleasurable spasms, her
body seizing in the joy of orgasm. Her mouth was locked in a
silent wail of ecstasy. She continued bucking on his cock until
she came down from her peak.
     Suddenly, she climbed off him, leaving him unfinished. But
she wasn't done with him yet. She knelt and took his manhood into
her warm mouth. She slowly sucked him into her mouth, caressing
his balls with her hands while her tongue danced along his dick.
She ran her tongue all the way around the head, and then slid her
mouth back down his length, all the time sucking and licking and
caressing as she went. Ron couldn't take much of this, and soon
was blasting the back of her throat with his cum. She sucked it
all down, and kept right on going.
     When she had him fully hard again, she pulled off her robe.
With a clear view of her body, he knew she was damned good
looking no matter how old she might have been. She grabbed his
cock gently and held it in place. She turned to face away from
him, and settled down into his lap, his cock sliding slowly into
her ass. Once she was fully impaled, she wiggled in his lap,
sending shivers through his engulfed cock. He reached up for her
breasts, cupping them, and tweaking her nipples lightly. Each
time he did this, she shivered, and he could feel the sensation
all the way down his cock.
     Once they were both ready, they began a steady rhythm. Up
and down she went, faster and faster. Soon, they were rutting
into each other hard enough that the slapping sound filled the
room. So did her screams of bliss. Their bodies hurtled toward
the peak of pleasure; nothing would stop them now. Ron reached
down and started plucking her clit. Her body was wracked with a
massive orgasm, her body thrashing up and down on his prick. Her
ass was gripping his cock in waves, and it was more than he could
take. He spewed his seed deep into her ass, and the sensation
shot her even higher. They were both groaning out their
pleasures, giving voice to the inner animal that they had let
loose.
     Finally, they came down. They lay back on the couch, Ron's
dick still buried in her ass, slowly shrinking from its aroused
state. She turned her head to face him, and they shared a long,
sensuous kiss.
     "Now," she said, "I know what the girls were so happy
about." She smiled at him. It was one of the most beautiful
smiles he'd ever seen. "Thank you for giving me back my
daughters. Why don't you rest now? I'm sure the girls will be
able to talk to you in an hour or so."
     Ron was in no shape to disagree. She laid with him until he
fell asleep. He never felt his cock slip from her as she rose and
covered him with a blanket.
     Ron awoke to a gentle urging.
     "Ron, the girls are ready for you to talk to them. But I
must warn you, they are not ready for action yet." It was
Calliope, quietly urging him to rise and join the rest of the
worlds.
     "Okay, let me get dressed, and we'll go." Ron quickly put
his clothes back on, no longer embarrassed in front of her. Just
before they left the room, he gave her a quick kiss, and a light
caress on her ass. He whispered, "You're just as good as any of
them. Maybe even better." She smiled at him, and led him out of
the room.
     After making sure the two were really all right, Ron
outlined his plan.
     "This is the only shot we've got. If you can't help me, then
we're dead in the water." Ron stared at them plaintively.
     "It's a good plan," Callista said quietly, "But right now,
we're just not up to it."
     "How long will you need to recover?" Ron asked.
     "A couple of years. Say, four or five days in Earth Time,"
Calliope answered for them. "If you want them in good shape to
fight. And we'll need to get others on our side. Of course,
that's not really a problem. You'll have as many Guardians as we
can spare, Ron. We might even convince the Centurions to help out
somehow."
     "How? The battle is in. well, it's in Kumiko's head. Isn't
that in Earth Realm still?" Ron asked.
     "Yes, but there are other ways to have an effect on Mordreon
other than a frontal attack. Let us worry about that part of it,
I have to see if I can convince them to help out, anyway."
Calliope said.
     "Okay, so we're agreed?" Ron asked. He got nods. "I've got
to get home. I don't think they expected me to be gone this long,
even if it is only a couple of hours. I'll be back in five Earth
Days. That's cutting it closer than you know, but I think I can
keep her going for that long. Get well, please. And, for God's
sake be careful! I can't take too many more of these rescue
missions." He smiled at them, and each one of them gave him a hug
and a kiss. Minerva was the last of the sisters to approach him.
     "Thank you. For everything." She kissed him warmly,
"Especially for not letting my stubborn attitude get in your way.
You be careful, too. You've got more things to worry about than
we do." She embraced him, and then turned away. Calliope led him
out of the room.
     "In all of Minerva's thirty-three hundred Spirit Years,
she's never managed to give in to anybody until now. Thank you
again for all you've done." They were standing now at the gate
leading out of Guardian Hall. "I will miss you while you are
away. Be safe." She kissed him warmly, and embraced him. This
time it was he who had to turn away.
     "I will be back here soon," he said. "I promise."
     "We'll be waiting." She waved as he headed through the gate.
     True to her word, Jessica was waiting on her rock.
     "Jess, didn't you get wet? You didn't have to wait for this
long."
     "I had nothing better to do, Master. Besides, it does not
rain here. Only in there. Things are quiet at home, but they are
concerned about your extended absence."
     "Well, we should get going then. There's no reason I can't
leave from right here, is there?"
     "None at all, if you can find the way."
     "I think I can, I think I can, I think I can.." They both
chuckled at the joke.
     "I'll be waiting for you when you get there." She kissed him
lightly, and faded off into the distance, into nothingness. He
focused his attention, turned it in on itself, and tunneled his
way back to reality.
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Chapter 4: The Battle, Reprise
     Kumiko flinched as Mordreon's anger washed over them all.
Standing there were two of Mordreon's henchmen, having obviously
lost a battle. Kumiko didn't know what to make of this, but she
knew Ron would need to know what was going on.
     Megan appeared at Kumiko's side as she tried to sit up.
"Settle down, Miko. You don't want to get yourself all upset
again."
     "Megan," Kumiko gasped, "Go get Ron. Quickly." Kumiko
slumped back onto the bed as Megan raced from the room.
     Ron returned in a matter of seconds. "What's wrong, Kumiko?"
     "Ron. the demon. there are others with him, inside my head.
talking about a battle." Kumiko was exhausted from this little
exertion.
     Ron sat on the edge of her bed. "Okay. It's okay, Kumiko,"
he comforted her. "Just lie back, and let me tap into your
thoughts." He held her hand, and allowed himself to see what she
was seeing. Though not dangerous to himself, done this way, it
was distressing to be back at the spot of his defeat.
     "WHAT!!!" screamed Mordreon. "How in the Realm could you
allow that puny little turd to defeat you?" His voice thundered
across the stone circle. The demons cowered before him.
     "Sir, please! He wasn't alone. He brought Centurions with
him! They attacked us, and kept us busy while he freed the
Guardians!"
     "FOOLS!" Mordreon swiped his hand at them, sending them
flying into the fountain. "I told you he was clever. He is a
weakling, but he knows how to use that mediocre human brain of
his to get what he wants! I told you to post as many guards as
you could afford!"
     "Sir, we did! If we had left any more of us there, we would
not have been able to complete the other tasks you gave us!" The
demons were quivering on the opposite side of the circle from
Mordreon, hoping to avoid another attack.
     "Blunderers! Just because I cannot leave this place, you
think you can get away with incompetence? When I finally kill
this girl and return to the Demon Realm, I will make you pay for
this failure!"
     The demons quaked as Mordreon's voice lashed over them.
"Sir. what should we do now? The Guardians have gone to full
alert, sir. There's no way we'll be able to recapture them now."
They cringed as Mordreon seethed in rage.
     "It matters not now. In essence, you have done what needed
to be. The human was distracted. What can the Guardians do? They
do not have my strength, they cannot help him. I can handle a
hundred Guardians, a thousand! And I have beaten this human
before. He is no match for me. I will crush him if he comes here
again!"
     The demons hesitated before continuing. "Sir, there's.
there's another problem."
     Mordreon was instantly enraged again. "WHAT NOW?"
     "Sir, it's the Centurions. They're amassing an army on the
other side of the gateway. It would appear that they are readying
for an attack on the Demon Realm."
     "Bullshit! The Centurions do nothing without the Judges'
stamp of approval, and they haven't authorized offensive activity
in longer than I can remember."
     "Except, sir, that they must have approved the assault to
get back the Guardians. Our spies say that there was talk in the
court of war, sir."
     "Horse-hockey! That's unmitigated balderdash! You and I both
know that the Judges don't have the balls for that sort of thing.
Get out of my face with this crap!" He gestured with his hand,
and, before he could do more, they scurried out of sight.
     Mordreon turned to Kumiko. "Don't you worry, my pretty one.
Soon, this will all be over. And I'll have you for eternity." He
leaned back and let loose a cackle that echoed through the world.
     Ron gasped as he pulled out of Kumiko's brain. He opened his
eyes to find the whole family waiting for news.
     "Well, Mordreon knows about us freeing Callista and Valeria.
He doesn't seem too happy about it."
     "Can you blame him? Geez, he's probably never been beaten by
a human before," Nikki said.
     "He still hasn't been, Nik. The Centurions beat the other
demons, but the only time I've faced Mordreon, I got my ass
handed to me."
     "Anything else? Anything we can use?" Karen asked. Ron
noticed her hair was hidden under a baseball cap, which was
unusual for her, but he had other things to worry about.
     "Well, it sounds like the Centurions are getting ready for
that distraction the Guardians were talking about. Other than
that, no. Mordreon feels confident that he can't be beaten. Maybe
that's good for us; maybe he'll be overconfident when we face
him." And maybe his confidence comes from knowing that we can't
beat him. Shit, I hope not.
     Ron was taking a few moments out to relax and actually watch
TV for the first time in two weeks, when Megan interrupted him.
     "Sir, there's a man at the door, he says his name is Jeff
Durant. He says he's a friend of yours. The last `friend' I let
in." she let the sentence die.
     Ron chuckled at her, "At least you learned your lesson. Yes,
Jeff is a friend of mine, show him in here, please."
     Megan left, and Ron rose, turning off the television as he
did. Megan returned with Jeff, asking him if he'd like something
to drink.
     "No, thank you." Ron also indicated he didn't need anything,
and Megan departed.
     "So, what can I do for you, Jeff?" Ron asked.
     "Ron, how serious were you when you told me about the
trouble that's coming?"
     "Serious as a heart attack. I've been getting ready for it
over the past year. Sooner or later, we're going to have a major
problem. According to the CAMP Committee, there has been a steady
attack on American psionics, not all of them part of CAMP,
either. They've discovered a name: The Filitov Council. And, get
this, it's supposedly led by this crazy woman, named Zinaida
something-or-other. Yeah, this is a big problem, Jeff. Why do you
want to know?"
     "I'll be honest with you, Ron. I don't trust CAMP to keep
our lives safe when the shit hits the fan. All I've seen from
CAMP is that they like to say how we shouldn't do this or that
with our Ability. Like there's anything they can do about it
anyway!"
     "Except send me after you," Ron said, chuckling. "Right, I
get your point, but why come to me about it? I am CAMP,
remember?"
     "Aw, shit. You're not CAMP. Sure, you might work for `em,
and all, but there's no way you'd have told me what you just did
if you were really one of `them'. I trust you. Furthermore, I've
made friends in CAMP, and in some other organizations that I
found out about after CAMP, that know about you, and are willing
to follow your lead. Ron, if the Russkies are coming, I don't
want to depend on CAMP to save my ass. I don't think they're
capable of it. I've gotten together about thirty people or so,
and they're all willing to follow you. We've got to defend this
country; it's all we've got. And who the hell wants to live in a
goddamned communist country? Or whatever they want to try to turn
us into."
     "I don't think you'd have to worry about it. Their goal
seems to be eliminating all the other psionics in the world. But,
Jeff, I don't know shit about defending a country. I have all I
can do to keep my own family safe. I'm no Schwarzkopf, that's for
sure."
     "Look, Ron. I had to read your bio, remember? I know what
you've been through. If there was ever a natural born leader for
this thing, you're it. I know you can't be responsible for
everything, but, well, we've got to give it the best shot we
have. And we all believe that's you. When the fur starts flying,
we'll be here, ready for you. And we'll follow you to the bowels
of Hell itself, if necessary."
     Ron rose, a little shaken. Well, fuck. If you've gotta
fight, might as well have backup. "Okay, Jeff. One of these days,
I'll call you. When that happens, I'll need you to get all of
your people here, just as fast as you possibly can. And one more
thing, Jeff?"
     "Yeah, Ron?" he said as he stood to go.
     "There are worse places than Hell. I've been there."
     Jeff had no reply to that as Ron left the room.


Later that evening, Ron was once again relaxing in front of the
TV, when he felt frustration somewhere in the house. Being
attuned to everything around him, he was instantly aware that
someone was really aggravated about something. He got up from his
chair and started roaming the house, hoping to find the source.
     At last, he came to Nikki's room, and the frustration on the
other side of the door was almost physical to Ron. He knocked
softly.
     "What!" came the old reply. Ron would have smiled if he
didn't know how upset she was.
     "Nikki? Can I come in?" The door quickly opened, and Ron
stepped inside, shutting it behind him. "Something bothering you?
You seem upset."
     She moved back over to her desk. "It's just this damn math
test tomorrow. I've been going over these notes for the last four
days. Mrs. Brimly said that our final was going to be a quarter
of our grade. If I don't get an A or B on this test, I'm dead
meat!" She scowled down at her notebook and the pre-algebra book
on her desk.
     Ron did a quick mental scan of her mind. Hell, she knows it,
she's just nervous. "Nikki, I think you're working at it too
hard," Ron said. "If you keep going like this, you won't be able
to focus on the test tomorrow. Why don't you take a break, and
just relax for a little while? If you keep pushing like this,
you're going to freak." Ron pulled her away from her desk, and
sat her down on the bed. He knelt on the bed behind her, and
began rubbing her shoulders.
     "Mmmm," she purred, "That feels good."
     "It's been a while since I've given you a back rub, hasn't
it?" He moved his hands down her back, pressing and kneading out
the tension. He could feel her starting to ease into a more
comfortable posture, so he kept going. He moved back up to her
neck, where he could feel a big knot of stress. He firmly
massaged her neck and shoulder muscles, dispelling the tension
there.
     Nikki was fully at ease now, her body and mind quieted from
the apprehension she had felt just a few minutes before. She
leaned back, pressing herself against her brother's strong hands,
feeling him caress her neck and back. Slowly, she turned and lay
down on the bed, looking up at him invitingly.
     Ron moved beside her, allowing his hand to rest on her
stomach, just below her breasts. He took a moment to notice that
his sister really had started to become a woman, her curves were
filling in, and her dark brown hair framed a gorgeous round face.
He enjoyed how her pert little nose was slightly upturned, and
how her mouth would purse just so, like she was doing now. Her
wide eyes looked up at him lovingly, and he just couldn't resist
her when she looked at him that way.
     "Have I told you how pretty you are, Sis?" Ron asked.
     Before she could answer, he leaned over and pressed his
mouth to hers. She opened her mouth to admit his tongue, and they
remained like that for some time, their tongues intertwining,
their mouths mashed together.
     Ron moved his hand to his sister's breast, not breaking the
kiss. He tweaked her already-hard nipple through her T-shirt, and
caressed her tit. He moved back and forth across her chest,
giving both breasts attention. He pulled her shirt up over her
chest, and allowed his hand to roam over her now bare breasts.
     Nikki was moaning into his mouth, and her body was heating
up to the attention. She began pulling his shirt off over his
head. They broke their kiss only long enough to remove both of
their shirts, and then they mashed together again, their bodies
now sliding one over the other, her tits pressed into his chest,
her arms wrapped around him. Ron slid his hands down to her firm
ass and fondled the wonderful flesh there. Nikki slid her leg in-
between Ron's, and lightly rubbed his crotch with her thigh.
     Ron broke their kiss, and reached to undo her pants. He
slipped them down and off her legs, exposing her to him
completely. Nikki, like the rest of the women in the house, wore
underwear only when necessary. Ron quickly shucked his own pants,
and crawled between her legs.
     Ron began at her knees, placing feathery kisses along the
inside of her thighs, switching from one to the other, not
hurrying. He was driving Nikki insane with lust, and her body was
pleading for more direct contact. The closer he came to her
pussy, the more her body arched and bucked. Finally, he flicked
his tongue lightly across her pussy lips.
     Nikki groaned as her body jerked with a minor orgasm. Ron
let it pass fully before he continued his torture. His tongue
flitted repeatedly across her cunt lips, driving her towards
orgasm once again. He avoided her clit, licking only along her
slit, then plunging his tongue into her hole. He kept this up
until he knew she was ready again. Then, he moved up and took her
clit into his mouth, sucking it hard, while lashing it with his
tongue.
     Nikki's mind exploded with the wonderful sensations of it.
Her body arched, and spasmed as the orgasm wracked her body. Her
moan of pleasure filled the room. Ron continued sucking,
prolonging her orgasm for as long as he could. He inserted a
finger up her cunt, twisting and turning it to give her the
greatest sensation possible. Her pussy clamped down on his
finger, milking it and trying to suck it further into her.
     Finally, she started to come down from her peak. But he knew
she was far from done. Nikki never wanted to stop at just one.
She pulled him up to her and kissed him, allowing the taste of
her juices to coat her tongue. She rolled him onto his back, and
said, "Now it's your turn."
     Nikki kissed her way down his chest, stopping only for a
moment to play with his nipples. She reached his cock quickly,
and took it into her hand. Ron was almost fully hard already, so
Nikki engulfed him with her warm, tight mouth. She sucked him all
the way into her throat, then slowly eased him out, inch by inch,
keeping up the suction as she went. When she reached the head of
his cock, she licked around the tip, then ran her tongue along
each side of his cock, from the base up. Then back into her mouth
it went.
     Nikki kept this up for only a few minutes before Ron was
ready to blow. He placed his hand lightly on the back of her head
to warn her, and she drove her mouth down onto his cock, until
her nose was buried in his pubic hair. She began to hum.
     The extra sensation shot Ron right past pleasure into
complete rapture. His head swam as he shot his load down his
younger sister's throat. Spurt after spurt of his hot come shot
down her throat. But even when he stopped coming, she did not
stop sucking. She continued to hum on his cock until he was fully
hard again.
     Without a single word, Nikki removed her mouth from Ron's
dick, and then plunged her twat down onto it. She let out a long
"Ohhhh!" as she impaled herself to the full depth of his cock.
She smiled down at him as she began riding him, sliding her pussy
over his shaft faster and faster.
     Ron bucked back at her, trying to keep pace with her hunger.
He had learned what Nikki really liked, and it was time for him
to give it to her. He formed his mental extension into two
branches. He always tried to surprise her with this, and this
time it worked.
     As Nikki was thrusting down onto Ron's cock, she felt
something pressing at her asshole. She barely had time to smile
at that, when she felt something else forcing open her mouth. She
opened up to let in the intruder, which, this time, she couldn't
see. It filled her mouth and ran itself down her throat. The
invisible intruder poking at her ass penetrated, and expanded to
fill her rectum. Now, all of Nikki's holes were plugged, and she
was as content as she could be.
     Ron fought for control as the sensation from all three
penetrations began to overwhelm him. He sped up the movement of
his extension, plunging into Nikki's ass and throat just as fast
as his dick was moving into her pussy. He saw that Nikki was
approaching her orgasm, as was he. He reached up and fondled her
tits, using his mental strength to support her weight now.
     Nikki fought off her orgasm just as long as she could. She
did not want this to end. Her body betrayed her, though. The
stimulation of all three of her holes was more than she could
take. Her body began to buck wildly, her screams of joy filling
the room. Her cunt gushed out her cum, and her vision began to
blur.
     Ron felt Nikki's orgasm begin. He moved his extension even
faster, and plunged his cock into her harder, deeper to drive her
higher, ever higher. Finally, he could stand it no more, and he
gave his cum to her, pouring it into her pussy. Though his dick
was beginning to soften now, he didn't let up on her. He kept his
extension plunging into her, keeping her orgasm going for as long
as she could take. Finally, she passed out from the exertion. Ron
lowered her gently onto the bed beside him, and cuddled her into
his arms, his softening dick still inside her. He kissed her
forehead, and they fell asleep.
     By the time Ron awoke the next morning, Nikki had already
gone to school. She had left a note on the pillow beside him. It
read simply, "Thanks, Big Brother. I needed the distraction. Love
Ya! Nikki."
     He got out of bed, starting his day off with a smile on his
face. At least he was still able to bring happiness to someone
these days. As he stood under the shower, letting the hot water
warm him up, he felt someone enter the shower with him. Soft
hands encircled his chest, and a head rested lightly on his
shoulder.
     "Good morning, Sweetheart," whispered Linda. "How are you
today?"
     "Mmm," he said. "The day is going well for me, but shouldn't
you be at school by now? You're going to be late."
     "I called in sick. I'm feeling sick to my stomach today.
Don't worry, I'll be okay." Seeing the concern on his face, she
gave him a smile and a soft kiss. "Mind if I shower with you?"
     He replied playfully, "It's a little late to ask now, isn't
it? Turn around, and I'll wash your back."
     She turned away from him as he grabbed the soap. He lathered
the bar in his hands before applying it gently to her back. He
softly maneuvered the bar up and down her spine, covering every
inch of her back and shoulders. He knelt down to begin lathering
her legs, allowing the spray to wash the soap off her back.
     Linda leaned against the wall to help her stand. She had a
hard time thinking through the wonderful feelings Ron was giving
her, but she needed to ask him something.
     "Ron, do you ever miss Nathan?"
     "Hmm? I'm not sure I understand the question."
     "Well, he's your son. Don't you ever miss him?"
     "Sometimes. Every once in a while, I regret letting Dawn
take him. I don't really know why, though. I didn't spend that
much time with him while he was here." Ron moved back up her legs
as they talked, making sure not to miss anything.
     Linda shuddered with the pleasure as she continued, "Do you
think you'd spend more time with him now? I mean, now that you
know that you miss him?"
     "Well, yeah, I think. Only, there's so much that's about to
be going on, so much that is going to take all my time."
     "But you'd give him whatever time you had," she concluded.
     "Yeah, I think I would. You know, a lot's happened since
Nathan was born. I wasn't ready to be a daddy then. `Course," he
continued, "I'm not sure I'm ready to be a daddy now, but I
wouldn't mind giving it a shot. Say, why all the talk about
Nathan? Did Dawn say she wanted to come back or something?"
     Ron stopped soaping her up as she took his hands and brought
him to his feet. She looked deep into his eyes to make sure he
was telling her the whole truth. What she saw there left no
doubt. "Ron. Sweetheart, I'm pregnant."
     Ron nearly fainted at the pronouncement. He steadied himself
against the wall. "Wh- ho-. Are you sure?" he stammered.
     "Dr. Brown confirmed it yesterday afternoon. I didn't want
to tell you until I was sure you would want the baby."
     Ron hugged her furiously. Tears were streaming from both
their eyes. He said, "Of course I want the baby. How could you
think otherwise?"
     "Well," she said, pulling back from him, "You didn't try all
that hard to keep Nathan, and I worried that." She couldn't
finish the sentence.
     Ron just pulled her to him. He held her like that, under the
running water. They held each other until the water grew cold,
and they started to shiver.
     "We should get out now," she said, "Or I'm going to catch
cold."
     Stepping out of the shower, Ron grabbed a towel and began to
dry her off. As he gently wiped every part of her body dry, she
moved to give him access to her body. As he toweled his way down
her body, drying her, neither of them spoke. The ritual had been
done before, but never was the emotion between the two so
intense.
     When he had dried her feet, he quickly dried himself off. As
expected, she had not moved an inch since he had finished with
her. He picked the baby oil up off the counter, and led her out
of the bathroom and down to her bedroom. As she lied down on her
bed, Ron raised the shade on her window, allowing the sunshine to
fall across her naked form, keeping her warm. Ron walked over to
the bed and knelt over her, his butt lightly resting on hers as
she rested on her stomach, her eyes closed, a serene smile
playing on her face.
     He squirted some of the baby oil into his hands, warming it
before he applied it to her upper back. She gave out a quiet "Mm"
as he began to massage the oil into her skin. He moved his hands
up, across her shoulders and neck, kneading the muscles there and
letting the baby oil soak in. He added more oil as he moved his
hands down her back, coating her lower back and sides.
     He continued his caresses down across her ass, stopping only
momentarily to savor the softness of her curves. Down her legs he
went, massaging out little knots of tension as he covered her
skin with the oil. He continued all the way down, until he had
reached her feet, rubbing them and manipulating them to work out
the kinks.
     Without a word, she turned herself over so that he could
continue. This part always reminded him of his first time with
his mother, which was maybe why he enjoyed doing it so much. This
time, he began at her feet, massaging his way up.
     He bypassed her private areas on his way up her legs,
instead moving on to her stomach, making sure the skin there was
well coated with the moisturizer. He moved his hands up to her
breasts, lightly caressing them, and kneading them gently in his
hands.
     Linda was writhing gently on the bed, enjoying the
ministrations of her young lover. They had done this only twice
before, and she enjoyed it more each time. When he finished up
with her breasts, he rubbed the front of her shoulders, and
worked up her neck. Once he had her head in his hands, he kissed
her passionately. With all the sensations and emotions of the
moment, Linda came in a powerful, but silent, orgasm.
     Ron broke their kiss, and looked deep into her eyes. "I love
you," he whispered.
     "I love you, too," she responded, and kissed him lightly on
the lips.


That evening, they told the rest of the family about the baby.
Everyone was happy for them, and the mood was light.
     Later at night, as everyone was going to bed, Lars and Karen
were walking in the hallway towards his bedroom. She was still
wearing the baseball cap, which he found very annoying, but he
said nothing about it.
     "So, the Dragon's Heart didn't really know what happened to
us, either?" Karen asked.
     "Not really. They said that it has happened once or twice
before, in the last four or five hundred years, but that they did
not know what caused it."
     "Oh. Well, did they say whether it did anything bad to the
people it happened to?"
     "According to the archives, it had very little effect on
them at all, except for being able to communicate so easily with
the other person."
     "Oh. Okay. Say, what'd you think of the news about Linda?"
     "Ron is awful young to be having a child," Lars replied.
     "It's not his first," said Karen.
     "Oh? I did not know he had more family than was here."
     "His older sister, Dawn. She had his firstborn. And, don't
forget that Kumiko is pregnant, too. So this will be his third,
assuming Miko's baby lives."
     "Where is his sister? Why does she not live here?"
     "It's a long story. When the Russians attacked, she sort of
freaked out, insisting on leaving the house. So, Ron let her go,
under the protection of a friend of his. She took Nathan, their
son, with her."
     "Oh. I see," Lars said, as they reached his door. Without
asking, she followed him in and closed the door behind her.
     "Well, what are we doing tonight?" asked Lars.
     Still without speaking, Karen disrobed, but still had her
damnable hat on. Lars stood agape, his mind taking in the first
nude female he'd ever seen in person. He reached out hesitantly
to touch her, and she pressed herself into his hands.
     "I don't. have much knowledge about these things," Lars
stammered.
     "That's okay," she said, reaching up and pulling off her
hat, "I'll teach you what to do." Lars was stunned by the sight
as she led him over to the bed. "Just follow my lead."


The next morning, Ron was walking down the hall as an unfamiliar
girl stepped from Lars' bedroom. What? Did he borrow one of the
facility's girls for the night? The young lady had flowing black
hair down to the middle of her back. Though her breasts were
small, her body was lithe and agile as it moved against Lars,
kissing him fully on the mouth. As they disengaged, and the girl
moved toward Ron, his mouth gaped in astonishment. That's Karen!
his mind shouted.
     As she passed by Ron, seeing the look on his face, she
whispered, "He likes it better this way." She flashed him a quick
smile, then slipped away down the hall towards the facility.
     Ron looked back to Lars, who had the silliest expression on
his face. Ron remembered that look: it was the way he had looked
after the first time with his mother. Well, good for them. It's
about time Karen showed interest in someone.
     The family sat down to a quiet meal that evening. The mood
was light, the conversation was carefully steered away from
anything unpleasant. Nikki had come home exuberant, having aced
her math final. She had thrown her arms around Ron and given him
a big kiss.
     But the festive mood would not last. Suddenly, Ron had a
splitting headache. And so did Lars, and Karen.
     "Guys?" asked Sandra, "What's the matter?" There was fear in
her voice.
     Without answering Sandra, Ron got up, a look of cold hatred
on his face. "You two stay here," he said to Karen and Lars. "If
they come here, I don't want the family unprotected. I'll go take
care of this."
     They all got up as Ron marched out the front door. As he
lifted himself off into the sky, Lars commented, "He looks like
Superman up there."
     Karen replied, "That's only because you can see him. Wait a
second." Just as she said it, Ron winked into invisibility. "Have
you ever tried doing a hundred and twenty in rush hour traffic?"
     Sandra could take it no longer. "What in the hell is going
on?" she demanded.
     "Sorry, Sandra," Karen apologized. "Jeff is in trouble. He
called for help telepathically. As strong as the call was, he's
either very close, or in severe trouble. Can we all go back
inside now? Standing out here is making me nervous."
     The family headed back into the house to wait for Ron's
return.


Ron hurtled through the air towards campus. Even before he got
there, he could see the battle going on. As he touched down,
still invisible, He could see that Jeff was valiantly protecting
the girl Ron had met earlier. He was faced with four Russians,
and was holding his own, but he was weakening.
     The Russians began to spread apart, hoping to weaken him by
widening the arc of their attack. They were not expecting, nor
were they ready for, an attack on their flank.
     Ron slipped into visibility and focused on the nearest
Russian. The tall blonde was attempting to burrow through Jeff's
defensive shield. His attention was much too centered on his
task. Ron flung a haphazard blast of mental energy at him. No
need to waste energy on control when the guy wasn't looking
anyway. The Russian flew sideways, hitting a tree and snapping
his neck.
     The others, now aware that it was three on two instead of
four on one, linked hands to join their energies. This made their
attacks more powerful, but it also led to inherent
vulnerabilities. Ron communicated with Jeff, <circle opposite me.
Keep their attention pulled in two directions. Jeff nodded and
took up position directly opposite from Ron. The Russian trio
lobbed a psionic blast at the two, but both used their mental
shields and ducked out of the way of the directional attack. Ron
concentrated his energy on the center of the group, which had
formed a triangle, facing outward. He lanced a burst of energy
right into their midst, where they had no defenses waiting. He
allowed the energy to burst like a grenade, throwing the three a
dozen feet or more before they landed hard on the ground.
     Quickly, they were back up. They would not make the same
mistake. The three channeled their energies at Ron exclusively.
     <You know what to do, Jeff, Ron thought.
     In response, Jeff formed a wall out of his extension, and
slammed it into the three. He pushed them into a real wall,
keeping them pinned. Ron, who had only been mildly diverted by
their attack, grabbed one of the Russians through Jeff's
extension. He used his own extension to drive the man high into
the sky, and then pulled him into the ground. The body collapsed,
all life gone from it.
     Jeff couldn't hold the other two long enough, though, and
they managed to escape his grip. It was now two on two, but it
was clear the Russians were overmatched. They turned to flee, but
weren't given that option.
     "Grab `em!" screamed Ron, and reached out with his mind,
holding one in place. Jeff quickly secured the other one. They
dragged their prisoners back, kicking and screaming, trying every
trick they knew to get loose. But Jeff had been well prepared for
this, and Ron was barely exerting himself, so the captives had
little chance for escape.
     Ron slammed his prisoner against the wall, stepped within
inches of the man's face, and bored into his mind. It was a dark,
evil, twisted place. Ron searched into every nook and cranny. He
got names, and a few plans, but no faces. That's odd. Ron moved
on to Jeff's prisoner, because Jeff was not capable of this level
of mind probing. Again, no faces. But there was a code phrase:
Challenge the ivory tiger. Interesting. I wonder what it means.
     Ron pulled out, glad to be in fresh air and open spaces
again.
     "What do we do with them?" Jeff asked.
     "We kill them. Or would you rather let them go so they can
try to kill you again?"
     Jeff agreed it was their only course of action. Ron reached
in and mentally stopped each man's heart from beating, squeezing
it until it could no longer pump blood. The men slumped over,
dead.
     "Shit! Crystal and I were just having a picnic, and Boom!
Here they come, trying to frag my ass! What the hell is this
shit?" Jeff was badly shaken.
     "Those," Ron answered, "Were the Russians from the Filitov
Council. I fear that the war I have been waiting for is a lot
closer at hand than I thought. I'd better wrap up my business
with Mordreon quickly." Jeff stared at him quizzically. "Never
mind. Is she okay?" Ron gestured at the girl.
     "Yeah, I think so. They never got to her, but then I don't
think she was really a target."
     "Probably not, but they used her to distract you. Well, take
her home, give her a nice warm bath, and relax. I doubt they'll
be back tonight. But they will be back, so get ready."
     "Yeah. Thanks, man. I wasn't sure if you could hear me or
not when I was calling."
     "Shit, Jeff, they probably heard you in fucking Siberia. You
nearly gave me a migraine!"
     "Sorry about that." He shook his head ruefully.
     "It's alright. Look, my dinner's getting cold, so I've got
to get back home. You take it easy, okay?"
     "Sure. Thanks again, man."
     Ron nodded and winked out of visibility again.
     Shit. I've got too much to worry about now. I don't need the
Russians bugging me just yet. And now, with Linda pregnant. Aw,
shit. Sometimes life just gives you a shit sandwich and says `Eat
it'. Well, if we must, we must. One way or another, the thing
with Kumiko will be over in the next couple days. Then I can
devote my full attention to getting ready for the Russkies. They
want to play hardball? Fine. Batter up.
     The family was relieved to have Ron back home. He filled
them in on just what had happened, and assured them all that he
had not suffered any injuries.
     "Anything at all happen here?" he asked.
     "Not a thing," Karen said, "Except that Megan ate your
dinner."
     "Oh, sure!" she retaliated lightly, "Blame me for it! How
come his fork's on your plate then?"
     "How did that get there?" Karen responded with an "awe-
shucks" grin. The family laughed at the exchange. A little levity
was needed just now, and it was warmly welcomed.
     "Hmm," Ron said thoughtfully, "Maybe I'll just have to um.
punish, yeah that's it. punish Megan later for her thievery." He
gave her a wink and she blushed.
     The next morning, Ron was taking his usual shower, letting
the hot water wake him up and give him energy for the day. As he
stood under the warm jets, he let his mind wander. Maybe that
explained why he didn't catch her coming in.
     Suddenly, he felt a small warm hand fondling his balls. Had
he been expecting it, it would have been a very enjoyable
sensation. As it was, his heart leapt into his throat, and was
hammering away at a furious pace. He swallowed hard and turned to
find Valeria standing before him, as naked as he was. Before he
could say anything, she leaned up and kissed him, full on the
lips, letting her tongue slide into his mouth and caress his
palate.
     When she broke the kiss, he tried to catch his breath. "Not
that I'm not happy to see you, you understand," he said, "But
what in the hell are you doing here?"
     She giggled lightly. "Well, I didn't get a chance to thank
you properly for saving us from the demons. After all, a Guardian
is supposed to be polite, and isn't it polite to say `thank
you'?"
     "Well, yes, I suppose, but." His sentence, and the thought,
trailed off as her tongue began to work along the length of his
cock. Her tongue slithered side to side as she moved her lips
along the side of his shaft. Reaching the head, she allowed her
tongue to play around the tip of his dick, absorbing the precum
it found there. Then, sensing his readiness, she slowly sucked
his length into her mouth, taking it inch by inch. She worked her
mouth over his cock, applying suction as she pulled back, and
running her tongue along the underside as she advanced. Each
time, she took a little more in, until at last he was fully
inside her. She remained there momentarily, fondling his balls
gently as she allowed her throat to relax.
     Once she had adjusted, she began sliding her mouth over his
dick, trying to suck the cum from his balls. Her tongue lapped
the bottom and sides of his dick as she sucked, sending tingles
of joy through his cock. Her motion did not stop, did not slow
down as she kept up this furious cocksucking. Ron was soon on the
edge of his climax. Val knew this, and lightly scraped his dick
with her teeth. The extra friction sent him over, and he blew his
load down her throat, while she sucked at him like a cum addict.
     Ron realized, as he came down, that she had continued
sucking him to keep him hard. She stood up and looked him deep in
the eyes. "I need you in me. Now." She didn't wait for an answer
as she took hold of his dick with her small hand and attempted to
stuff him into her cunt.
     Realizing that her height was a problem, Ron picked her up,
and pressed her against the wall. She positioned him at her
opening, and he let her slide down onto his shaft. She
immediately began bucking up and down on his cock. Ron knew he
couldn't hold his balance, so he simply lifted himself off the
floor of the shower. He floated them so that the hot water would
spray over their bodies, adding to the sensations. Valeria was
thrusting with all her might down onto his member, and Ron
plunged up to meet her every move.
     Again, their mouths locked, and their tongues danced. Her
arms and legs were wrapped tightly around him. He molded her ass
cheeks with his hands, fondling the athletic body that was trying
to melt itself into him. As Valeria continued pummeling herself
down onto him, Ron got an idea. He formed his extension into a
long, thin dildo, and began to press it against her asshole.
Valeria's eyes widened with the sensation, realizing that it was
not his finger pressing into her. With gentle pressure, he eased
himself into her.
     Once he was fully inside her, he began pulsing his
extension. To Valeria, it was as if someone had electrified her
nervous system. The pleasure this caused her was so intense her
orgasm began instantly. She bucked and cried and thrashed herself
around on his dick. The sensation was incredible. And Ron wasn't
letting up. He kept up the feelings, kept pushing into her cunt
with his dick. Then he reached down and tweaked both of her
nipples. It was simply more than she could stand. With one final,
ear-splitting scream of ecstasy, Valeria went limp.
     Ron eased them down to the floor of the shower. He removed
his extension, but left his still-hard cock inside her, pumping
himself every so often to stay hard. Slowly, lazily, Valeria came
back to him.
     "That was incredible. How did you do that?" she asked.
     "I'll tell you later. I still have a little. problem," he
reminded her, gyrating his hips slightly to remind her that she
was still impaled on him.
     "Oh, dear! Well, we can't have you going off. half-cocked
like that, can we?" She laughed at him as she began to move her
hips in circles on his dick. Slowly, she began sliding herself
off of him until just the tip of his cock was inside her. Then
she relaxed her muscles, and let her body slam back down onto
him. She repeated this over and over, driving them both to a
highly aroused state.
     Ron used his mental energy to stand them up, and he twisted
her around without pulling out. Now, he was behind her, thrusting
into her furiously. She steadied herself on the wall, and Ron
remembered to keep his Ability ready in case they lost their
balance. He continued pushing into her, faster and faster. He
reached around and caressed her tits, lightly twisting her
nipples. It was all she could take, and she came yet again. Her
cunt muscles pulled on Ron's dick in all the right ways, and he
also came, sending his load deep into her.
     They stayed that way for a few minutes, kissing each other
while his cock slowly softened inside her. When he finally slid
from her warmth, she turned around and they continued kissing.
Finally, they had calmed down from their workout, and stepped
from the shower to dry off.
     "There was another reason I came here," Valeria said. Seeing
she had Ron's attention, she continued, "The Guardians and the
Centurions are ready to help you with your plan. If we're going
to go, it needs to be soon."
     "Okay," he said, "Later today, Earth-time then. Give me
another. sixteen of your days, and we'll be all set."
     "Okay. I'll tell the others." She wrapped her arms around
him and gave him one last, long, soul-burning kiss, and then, as
quickly as she had appeared, she vanished.
     "Must be nice to pop in and out that fast," he muttered to
himself as he got dressed.


They gathered in the bedroom that had been prepared for the
purpose. Ron laid everything out for them. "Okay, Karen, I want
you to stay here and keep a close eye on Kumiko. Linda, Megan, I
want you two to get anything Karen might need. Lars and I are
going in. When we contact the Guardians and enter Kumiko's
MindRealm, I'll make contact with Kumiko. Lars, you'll come back
out here, and do what needs to be done. We have a very small
window of opportunity once everything is set in motion, so we
can't screw this up."
     "Ron, I am not at all skilled at manipulating human
biology," Lars said. "How am I to keep the control of Kumiko?"
     "Let Karen help you. She's mastered the medical arts. I
understood you to say you could tap into a person's abilities for
a limited time?" Ron asked.
     "Yes, but that only really applies to psionics, not to
normals. I've never been able to drain a normal, it's too hard to
pin down their mind."
     "I can help him, Ron," Karen interjected. To Lars, she said,
"I can control her, but I can't remove her life energy."
     "Okay," Ron concluded, "It sounds like we have a team effort
here. Since it's easier for you to do it your way than the way
the book suggests, we'll go with your way. Failing that, fall
back on the ideas in the book. Once you've got her life energy
drained, I'll know it, and we'll have to press the attack
quickly. Hopefully, Mordreon will be fooled. We've only got
about, what?" he thought, "about sixteen Spirit Hours to make
this work. That's not a lot of time if he's as ready as I
suspect. Okay, is everybody ready?" Receiving affirmative nods,
Ron sat himself back, and indicated to Lars to do the same.
     "You been in before, Lars?" Ron inquired.
     "Only to the Demon Realm, it was a very unpleasant
experience."
     "Yeah, well Guardian Hall is a lot prettier. Just follow me
in, okay?"
     They sat back, linked up their thoughts, and began to float.


The sisters were waiting for them at the gate to Guardian Hall.
     Callista greeted her friend warmly. "And who is this?" she
asked, gesturing to Lars.
     "He's another psionic, and a friend. He's going to help with
the Earth side of the operation."
     "Okay. Buran!" Callista called. Buran appeared quickly,
signalling a greeting to Ron. "Tell the Centurions they may begin
their operation when they are ready. We go now!"
     In a flash, the sisters, Ron and Lars were transported to
Kumiko's MindRealm.


Buran ran to where Marius held the Centurions at the ready. After
saluting, he reported, "The Guardians report ready, sir! They
invite us to begin our attack at our earliest convenience!"
     "Why do I think you cleaned that up a bit, Buran?" Marius
said, then slapped him on the back. "If the ladies want us to
fight, then dammit, we fight! Centurions!" he cried. "Forward!"
     The Centurion armies flowed through the Demon Gate into the
Demon Realm. Here was a world of desolation, of destruction.
Nothing grew in Demon Realm. The ground beneath them was a
charred black, sterile of all life from the literally millions of
battles fought on this territory. The sky was blood red, streaked
by pale blue lightning. A constant roiling thunder deafened the
soldiers, even over the whine of their chariots. Thousands upon
thousands of soldiers flowed through the gate, whooping and
hollering battle cries, urging themselves and their comrades
onward into battle.


Ron and the others quickly covered the distance to the unholy
temple of Mordreon. Entering the circle of stones, Ron appeared
before him in defiance.
     "What? You back again? And alone, I see! What impossible
arrogance!" His laugh bellowed across the stone.
     "Not this time, Mordreon. This time, I brought help." With
that, the sisters and Lars stepped into view.
     "Ha! You expect to challenge me with but three puny
Guardians, and another human? You fool! I can take a hundred
Guardians! A thousand Guardians! And a million humans!"
     "So, you can take a thousand Guardians, eh, Mordreon?"
quipped Valeria. "Lucky we brought a few more than that."
Suddenly, lining the tops of the stones in the circle, and
filling the skies beyond, and the grounds behind them, were
fifteen thousand Guardians, ready to do battle, armed with the
fiercest of their psionic and energy weapons.
     "You are all fools!" cried Mordreon. "You shall die here
today!"
     "Better to die on my feet than crawl in your filth, demon!"
Cried Valeria. "Guardians, HO!" And the entire group of them
burst forth in shouts. Before they had the opportunity to attack,
however, Mordreon vanished, to appear outside of their
encompassing circle.
     "Is that the best you've got, little Val? Come, show me your
warrior spirit!" Mordreon taunted her.
     "Stand still and fight!" shouted Valeria, "Or show yourself
to be the coward you are!"
     As Mordreon began leading them on a chase, Callista turned
to Ron. "Go, meet up with Kumiko. You need to let her know what's
happening." Then she, too, was gone, after the demon.
     "Come on," Ron said to Lars. "Kumiko is right over there."


Mordreon's band of demons awaited his command in the Demon Realm.
They ambled around, feeling bored and irritable. One said, "Damn
that Mordreon! He tells us to wait here. For what? We could be
having so much fun in the Earth Realm! I hear the Russians are
just about ready for their attack. I can't wait for the chaos and
carnage that will bring!"
     Another demon interrupted him. "I think you're going to get
your carnage a little earlier than expected. Look!" He pointed to
the ridgeline. Spilling over it were chariots. Dozens, Hundreds
of them, and they kept coming.
     "Sound the alert!" cried the demon leader, Queros. "Prepare
for an attack! Damn those Centurions! There's been no declaration
of war!"
     "Like that matters now?" cried Prysion, a lower-level demon.
"Ask those bastards if they have one with them!" He lowered his
battle lance and fired.


Marius and his men slowed as they approached the demon's
position. Unlike the last battle, this one was better fortified.
He called out, "Left and right flanks, circle! Back them to the
river! We don't leave unless they're all dead! Move out!" He led
the charge, firing his lance from the hip, standing tall in his
chariot, unafraid, welcoming the threat.


Buran and his men circled right, coming around behind a small
hill. There they encountered a well armed band of demons. Caught
off-guard, Thirty of Buran's chariots were immediately destroyed.
The surviving Centurions caught rides from the others as Buran
led a fighting retreat. "We can't let them fight us back, men!"
he shouted. "We've got to hold our ground!" The Centurions fell
back to a low ridge, where they had a good field of fire on the
demons. The demons tried once, twice, and even a third time to
force them off the ridge, to no avail.
     But the Centurions didn't see the troops coming up behind
them.


"Ron! Master, what are you doing here? Mordreon will kill you!"
Kumiko cried.
     Ron moved next to her and said, "Kumiko, let me worry about
that, okay? Now, pay close attention. In a few minutes, you're
going to be released from your shackles. When that happens, you
must stay by my side. No matter what happens, no matter what you
see or hear, stay by my side. Do you understand?"
     She gave him a frightened nod. Ron turned to Lars. "Go on.
Tell them to start immediately. I don't want to make the
Guardians fight any longer than they have to. Move out!" Just
before Lars left, Ron grabbed him. "One more thing, man. You've
been a big help over the last few days. Thanks."
     Lars nodded his understanding, then turned and left.


Lars opened his eyes inside the bedroom in Ron's house. He sat up
quickly and turned to Karen. "Let's get moving. They're ready."
     Karen took Kumiko's hand and began burrowing into her mind.
Karen slowly, carefully, set up physical controls and bonds
inside Kumiko's mind. Finally, she was ready.
     <Okay, go ahead, she said.
     Lars pushed his way past Karen's control network into the
deepest reaches of Kumiko's mind. Normally, the disorganized
nature of a normal human mind would not have permitted him to
follow this path long enough to reach his goal. With Karen's
help, Kumiko's mind was stable for now. He reached the central
core of her being, her life energy. He reached out for it with
his mind. He began to unravel it, like a long string. He absorbed
it into himself, pulling it away from her. Finally, he had
absorbed all of it. Kumiko's life energy was fully gone.
     <Karen, can you signal him? I'm using all I've got to hold
this.
     Karen sent out the telepathic message to Ron, who
acknowledged her communication.


Karen's message hadn't really been needed. As soon as Kumiko's
life energy was taken fully from her, She had been released from
the bondage of her chains against the stone wall. She wanted to
wander towards the sun, felt compelled to move in that direction.
Ron grabbed her arm and held her in place.
     "Kumiko. Kumiko! Listen to me! If you go that way, you will
die! I can't let you go that way! Stay here with me. Sit down!"
     Kumiko turned and sat on an overturned stone. And they
waited.


Mordreon had led the Guardians on a merry chase. Occasionally he
would turn and fire a burst of mental energy in their direction.
One or two of them would fall, but a dozen more would hurl bursts
back up at him. He managed to dodge most of them, and the ones
that connected were mere stings, but enough stings can kill as
certainly as a gunshot.
     Mordreon reached a high bluff and decided to make a
temporary stand here. He felt a nebulous shift in the nature of
this MindRealm, but ignored it for the time being. He blasted a
full wall of menace at the Guardians. A dozen fell from the sky,
disappearing as they hit the ground, no longer in existence. A
hundred more were wounded, falling back out of the line to take
some moments to recover. Others, however, blasted back at him
with their full force. Several managed to connect. The power of
one Guardian was as nothing to him, but dozens at once began to
have an effect. He decided that this standoff required a retreat.
Again, he turned to flee.


Buran was caught completely by surprise. Suddenly, fifty of his
men were down, from shots he had not seen coming. Now, he had to
fight a battle on two fronts. Quickly, he reorganized his men.
They had to hold this ridgeline: it was a critical landmark for
the battle plan.
     Buran's second in command led a charge toward the new
attackers, only to stand into a line of lance fire. His body was
transfixed by the glowing hot blast, jerking and twisting as it
finally fell to the ground. The Centurions fell back into their
defensive positions, and Buran knew he was in trouble.


The left flank of Marius' army was led by Kryton, a man of small
stature for a Centurion, but an expert tactician. He divided his
men into a dozen companies, enabling one half to oversight the
other half. He moved his men forward in echelons, standard
chevron formation. The demons facing Kryton and his men might as
well have been using peashooters. Taking full advantage of the
cover here, and the lay of the land, Kryton and his company
commanders pushed forward toward the enemy stronghold.


Marius held his position, hoping to keep the enemy's attention
focused on the main attack group to their front. The job of the
frontal assault group was to make a good target, but they hoped
to give as good as they got. Marius moved along his lines,
encouraging his men, instructing them to conserve their
ammunition, to keep their heads down, and to remember that the
enemy deserved no mercy. He moved back along his lines, checking
fields of fire, and worrying about what was happening to his two
sub-units.


Dr. Olivia Brown was hurriedly ushered into the bedroom of the
Chaffey house. "I'm sorry I'm late, but you didn't-"
     Karen cut her off. "Shut up, sit down, and keep out of the
way. If you're needed here, you'll be the first to know." She
immediately turned her attention back to the young pregnant girl
in front of her, who was now, by every appearance, dead.


Mordreon stopped again and again, turning to fight the horde of
warriors chasing him. Again and again, he was able to take out a
few, but dozens and hundreds more waited to sting and run, moving
in swiftly to fire their salvoes, and then moving back out of
range, or moving behind objects, or other attackers, to keep out
of his line of fire. He was growing enraged by this. He turned
back towards the stone circle. Strangely, they did not move to
intercept him. They chased him onward, spurring him towards the
circle.


<Ron, move out. Mordreon is on his way back.
     <Understood. Thank you, Minerva.
     "Come on, this way, Kumiko. We've got to leave this circle."
     "Alright, Master, I will follow you," she replied. Ron led
them quickly away from the circle. He was concerned for the
Guardians' safety, and was well aware that their time was nearly
half gone.


Buran forced himself to choose a course of action. "If we can't
beat them both, then we use them against themselves!" He led his
men in a fighting retreat towards the first set of demons. Soon,
the demons and the Centurions were close enough together that the
second team of demons could not distinguish them at distance.
Soon, the first and second teams of demons were shooting at each
other, without even knowing it.
     "Cease fire!" Buran called to his men, hoping the demons
would not hear him. "Now, move out towards the main line! Keep
your heads down and your weapons silent! If we play this right,
we can move around behind the ridge, and they'll continue to kill
themselves for us! Now march!"


<Minerva, How are things going? Ron inquired.
     <He's almost back at the circle. Maybe he'll leave when he
sees her gone.
     <Let's hope so.
     "Okay, Kumiko, just a little bit longer. How are you holding
up?"
     "I'm all right, Master Ron, but I am feeling very weary."
     "This will all be over soon." I hope, Ron added to himself.


Buran's plan almost worked to perfection, but just as they
reached the ridge, the demons realized what was happening. They
all turned towards his men, but now he had high ground, and an
enemy on only one side.
     "Dural! Rear guard! I don't want any damned scout unit
sneaking up and fucking us in the ass again!"
     "Yes sir!" Dural led off with a unit of a hundred men to
secure the rear.
     "Engage the enemy! Drive them to the river! Kill the
bastards!" Buran was not foolish enough to stand tall as he gave
the orders, but he did not cringe either. Lance fire was burning
past his head as he returned it, shot for shot. The Centurions
did not attempt to move their position forward. It was only
necessary for them to hold here for now.


Kryton's lovely plan was turning to dog shit very quickly. A
special warfare unit of the demonic forces penetrated deep into
his lines before he even knew about them. Suddenly, their was
lance fire and energy sword crackle from within his units, and
all control was lost. Centurions were scattering to save their
own hides. Demons picked them off as they raced from rock to
rock, trying to find cover and get away from the enemy in their
midst.
     Kryton waded through the bodies toward the enemies in his
formation. His energy sword drawn, his lance in his left hand.
Swinging and blasting, he took two dozen of them down before he
himself was cut apart by an energy cannon blast that
disintegrated his body.


Mordreon entered the circle and noticed at once that Kumiko was
gone. "Ah, so that's your game! You think I will fall for the
oldest trick in the book? I am not so foolish as you are! I will
find the girl, I will have my prize!" He tried to ignore the
Guardians as he began his search, but they were relentless. Every
time he turned his back, five hundred psionic blasts would pummel
him, bowing him, nearly taking him to the ground. When he would
turn to lash out a vicious mental attack of his own, they were
already out of sight. He was furious, and frustrated, and he was
growing desperate. It looked as if he might actually lose this
battle.


<Karen, how are things going? Are there any problems on your end?
     <Ron, things are stable here, though it is taking all of
Lars' energy to hold Kumiko's life force. I'm worried about the
baby, though. This might be too much for it.
     < Let the doctor worry about that, you two have your hands
full already. Tell the doctor to be ready just in case there are
any problems here.
     <Understood.


Buran and his men received orders from Marius: the left flank is
in trouble, chase the enemy back into their stronghold.
     "Alright, men! Charge! Chase them back into their hidey-
holes! Make them cower under their bunks!" Buran led the charge
down the hill. The demons had suffered massive losses, and were
severely outnumbered. Beaten, they ran for the cover of the
fortress.


Mordreon grew more and more frustrated in his search. The
Guardians were beginning to wear him down. He decided it was time
to call in the reinforcements.
     <Prysion, come now! Prysion! PRYSION, YOU BASTARD, ANSWER
ME!
     <Prysion is dead, my Lord. The Centurions have attacked us
in massive numbers. I'm afraid, sir, that we do not have
sufficient numbers to hold them off here, let alone help you
there. Good luck, my Lord.
     "DAMMIT!!!" shouted Mordreon. "So that was your game plan!
Fuck Me!" Mordreon realized just how much danger he was in, now.


Buran and his men drove the demons from the battlefield, killing
dozens of them as they fled for the safety of their fortress. But
they found no safety there, as the demons inside had tightly
closed up the fortress, and weren't about to let anyone inside.
Buran's troops slaughtered the remaining demons outside their
sanctuary, killing mercilessly the demons.
     Having purged the life from the last of the enemy before
him, Buran called back for orders, which came down: hold the
siege until the Guardians report in.


Mordreon continued his search, enduring the painful blows of the
Guardians, turning to retaliate now and again, but knowing he was
losing.
     Finally, he found them, sitting in a small alcove of rock,
mostly hidden from the battle.
     "So! You thought you could fool me, whelp? You cowardly piss-
ant! I will crush you for your impertin-"
     His sentence was interrupted by a sharp hammer-blow from
behind. He turned to see a thousand Guardians formed up, blasting
away at him. He could tell, from the pain he was now feeling,
that he was losing this battle. But he vowed that he would not go
alone.
     Struggling, fighting for every movement now, Mordreon turned
to face Ron and Kumiko. The pain and rage on his face were
frightening. He snarled at them both, "You may have won this
battle, human, but you shan't have her!"
     And with that, Mordreon blasted his full energy in their
direction. Though Ron tried to block it, he was thrown forcibly
away from Kumiko, who absorbed the entire impact of the blow. She
was flung against the rock and held there, as her spirit-self was
permeated with the energy. Kumiko's form became fuzzy as her
spirit started to dissipate. She let forth a terrifying scream as
her form vaporized into nothingness.
     Ron screamed in terror, "NO!"


Suddenly, Lars and Karen were both whipped across the room. Both
of them were stunned momentarily, but were back up in a flash.
     "What happened?" Karen asked.
     "She's gone. I don't know how. We've got to save the baby
now." Lars answered.
     "Dr. Brown, get your ass over here!" Karen screamed. "We'll
help you however we can, but we've got to save the baby now.
Don't worry about the mother, she's dead, there's nothing more
that can be done for her. You have only-"
     Dr. Brown interrupted, "Minutes. Yes, I know. Now step out
of my way, this is going to be messy if I have to work quickly.
Karen, you seem to know medicine, so you will be my assistant.
Scalpel."
     Karen slapped the scalpel firmly into the doctor's hand, and
they began the procedure. Lars, who didn't much care for the
sight of blood and operations, stepped away from the scene,
trying to collect his thoughts after the violent tearing away of
Kumiko's life energy from his mind. It was a very uncomfortable
experience, and he was still quite shaky.
     Karen, on the other hand, had gotten used to sudden
problems, having lived with and trained with Ron for so long. She
and the doctor completed the C-section in what must have been
record time, although no living mother would have wanted them to
have done it so quickly, or in such a frantic fashion. However,
they got the baby out in time, and Dr. Brown took him over to the
corner to wrap him in a blanket. She sat down with him, and
cuddled him close.


Mordreon laughed. "You see, boy? I win, after all!"
     Ron's fury bubbled within him. He allowed it to pour forth
out of his hands and fingers. What looked like lightning, only
more intense, shot from Ron's hands and enveloped Mordreon.
     Mordreon was shocked at the awesome energies flowing from
this human. He was also writhing in agony with the pain of the
event. Mordreon was certain that, if he could not find a way out,
the barrage from both sides would certainly destroy him.
     Ron howled his rage as he continued to lash his fury at the
demon. Suddenly, he saw the demon's body begin to discorporate.
He kept up the onslaught as the demon's body sizzled out of view
under the assault of Ron and the Guardians. Having completed his
task, Ron slumped to the ground, worn out and very disappointed
in himself.


"Centurions! Saddle up! Return to base, mission accomplished!"
Marius' cry was echoed down the line until every Centurion got
the word.
     Buran called to his troops, "Job well done, troopers! Now
let's go home! Hey! You in there!" he called to the castle, "I
hear your boss's ass is ash now! Have a good one!" Buran laughed
heartily as he led his men back to their chariots. What a
glorious day! Win one for the good guys! He could not know that
he was both right, and wrong.


"Dr. Brown, how is the baby?" Karen asked after she had made sure
that Lars was okay.
     "He's fine. He's surprisingly healthy for being six weeks
premature." She stared down into his clear blue eyes, and she
could swear that he was actually looking back at her. Then their
eyes connected, and his mouth curled up in what could only be
described as a smirk. The look chilled Dr. Olivia Brown to her
very core. She quickly looked away to change the subject. "What
is his name? Do you know what they decided?"
     Karen and Lars looked at each other blankly. Karen said, "We
have no idea if they talked about it. We don't know what he will
be named."
     Dr. Brown glanced down at the baby again, but now he was
just a normal infant. She looked back to them and said, "You
never expected it to go this way, did you?"
     "No, Doctor," Lars answered, "We didn't."


"I'm so sorry, Ron," Callista said. They were now standing back
on the grounds of Guardian Hall. Ron looked up at the simple
architecture of the place, noting the simple swing-out windows,
and the clean lines of the balconies and columns. The only real
adornment were two eagles guarding the steps up to the front
entrance, arranged in a striking pose so that one would have to
walk between their talons to enter, their eyes gleaming with some
internal energy, as if daring you to approach. He reflected that
the building was one of the most beautiful he had ever seen, with
its simple elegance. He also knew that he was looking at the
building to avoid dealing with his emotions.
     "I can't believe she's gone. I just couldn't stop him.
She's. I can't believe I'll never see her again."
     The girls huddled around him, and were soon joined by their
mother.
     "Calliope," Ron said when he realized she was there, "I
don't have any words that can express my gratitude to you and the
Guardians, and the Centurions for your sacrifice today. To have
chanced so much, and gained nothing, it seems woefully unfair."
     "Ron, my dear one. Even if your words were true, it would
have been worth it to help a friend. However, you forget that,
because of you, we are rid of Mordreon. He has caused us endless
grief in the past, and now we need no longer worry about him or
his band. Once leaderless, the rest of his band will disperse,
becoming no more than a minor annoyance. Yes, we have risked, and
lost, but we have come away with the greater gain. My only sorrow
is that we did not succeed in saving the young lady. I am deeply
sorry."
     She embraced Ron, and waited for the tears. When the tears
did not come, she released him. Though he said nothing, the look
he gave her expressed it all. I will not grieve now. I am far too
angry. I will grieve later. Each of the girls, in turn, embraced
him and turned away. Except Callista, who walked with him to the
gate.
     "If you need us again, Ron, we stand ready to help you. I am
sorry that you lost your friend. I, too, have lost friends in
today's battle, but they pale in comparison to your loss. Time
will heal. I promise." She kissed him softly, and hugged him
again, then turned away, to walk back up to the house. He looked
again, at the vast expanse of green lawn, and the colorful flower
gardens. He listened one last time to the breeze blowing across
the land, sounding almost like a chiming melody.
     I doubt that I will ever set foot in Guardian Hall again.
Thank you for all you have given me. Thank you for believing in a
mere human.


Ron found Jessica waiting for him outside the gate. Though he had
dimly hoped that Kumiko would be waiting with her, he was not
surprised to find that this was not the case.
     "Master, I am so sorry." Jessica embraced him, and they
remained that way for some time.
     After the moment had passed, Ron drew back from her. "Kumiko
didn't deserve this, Jess. She was a good friend, she deserves
better!"
     "Master, there is nothing I can say to lessen your grief.
But we should at least be consoled by the fact that she is no
longer in pain."
     Ron looked at her blankly, and then turned from her. "I
suppose you are right, Jessica, but I cannot see it that way.
Unfortunately, I also have to go back and tell the family what
happened. I have to go now." Without another word, he walked away
from her, vanishing from the Spirit Realm.


Ron awoke slowly from his journey. When his eyes focused, he saw
everyone there, waiting for him to return. Nobody spoke for a
long moment, no one wanting to say the wrong thing.
     "Kumiko," Ron said, "Is gone. Mordreon destroyed her spirit.
I could not stop him."
     Dr. Brown quietly said, "The child is fine, Ron. But he
needs a name."
     Ron looked over at the little baby boy lying on the bed.
Just looking at the child tore his heart in pieces.
     "Dr. Brown. I cannot care for this child. Every time I look
at him, I will think of Kumiko. Every time I look at him, I will
remember my failure. I do not think that I will ever be able to
love him. It would be unfair to force the child to grow up with
that sort of emotion around him. I would like you to put him up
for adoption."
     Though there was a stunned silence in the room, both Linda
and Sandra came to Ron's side. Sandra said, "Are you sure this is
what you want, honey?"
     "Mom, remember how you felt about having Marinda in the
house? I don't think I'll ever get past the way I feel about that
little guy. And I don't want that to spoil my feelings for the
other new baby coming to this house." He gave Linda a tight hug.
"I just don't think I can handle it, and it wouldn't be right to
make him put up with my discomfort at what he reminds me of."
     "It's okay, Sweetheart," Linda said. "I think you're
probably making a good choice. Doctor, how likely is it that the
baby will be placed quickly?"
     "An infant? Are you kidding? Assuming he's as healthy as he
looks, he'll be placed in a good home within a week. Ron, for
once I see you acting human. And I agree with you on this. You
obviously had strong feelings for Kumiko, and, while you could
obviously raise the child materially, I'm not sure it would be
good for either of you emotionally. If you'd like, I'll take the
child with me, and I'll bring back the forms later."
     "Thank you, Dr. Brown. Please do that." As the doctor left,
Ron said to Lars, "Man, thanks again. You did the best that was
possible. It wasn't your fault. Mordreon just... zapped her away,
and then she just. wasn't anymore."
     "Thank you, Ron," Lars replied, then quickly got up and left
the room. Karen followed after him.
     "You need to sleep, Ron. You look terrible," said Nikki.
     "Thanks a lot, Sis," replied Ron wearily. "But I'm not in
the mood to sleep just now. I want to go out to the garden, where
Kumiko liked to sit, and just think about her for a while."
     Megan helped Ron to his feet, but just before he shuffled
out the door, he turned to the three still in the room. "I've
lost enough family. I don't know what's going to happen now, with
the Russians coming, but I promise you, I will protect you, if it
means my life. Nobody else dies."
     Now, he thought as Megan helped him out to the garden, If I
can only live up to that promise.

